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A GREY lAVl^ 


CHAITET^ T. 

wow r c iMs: to i f. 

It wr;s f-ll ^'Ty. *’■'' 

The aliv.wi<lior-^, the v. th'- • A pn y, 

tov.n, siuTOiuided l»y riieuvniig hilij. Ji<'- v(iy i''. • 1 

oiijy crc'y, {gloomy or SsS tl»;y to ir.y youi y 

LitheiAo to tijc'lovelv ^tc^u of Iiei.iiyl. Wiiit-. • 
time OU'.I ool<l. and ad wiy i»nj»rc'K'W5i5 oj ly of grey fn. 1 
gloom- Tho^e fi‘'>l inipr<''ftjicns ol wliioli srcin lo 

etch r. pidui'C in the brain a-s an ."M '.•t!.; npon a soiisiti-. •' 

plate. 

.\t night, wlion after a. v.rav,.- .'Hid IiO'm!-!.'.- joYrivy I la d 
ai!i\c-<l ;‘.t iny »lt.-?jtiiiatiwn, 1 was t-x* liredi .and s-by m'.il 
fnghl-.ncJ to uJk mmli, or oWeve ’iV.K-h. Tut the JK\t 
monrn.''—' 

For its leein.I I look Ka.k to the .err.'iAKJ .and bi.'.it d 
copybook that repasent^ n\,v lir.-t ui.irv. TliU is nha-t I 
read. 

“ Po'mhir 10,7^, Iv'—. 

“ fame to Bath, to live v-ith niv A«',l Tlicrfi. It i‘ a 
big stone bouse in a grey sUv:-!. ejj.-i , it 
prey •■ilonc konso'*, very laJI, and v.;ly. TI/- .-ky •? gvrT .a! o. 
1 ('o not iLinJc I ili-aU be hf vnv bei ■. 1 ! v. a.-; I'.ai. in 

Iivl.rxl.’ 


That wish v.-as nitli mo all tlirnii^’-. th i £i>t dr^’.'-ry t > -ic 
in ahie'i I w.as trying to accuitora my>cU to r.- \r -r.rroirjdii!. ^ 
and new frienfL^. I was very yorm;. r* ’*• t'S" ’''o 3T.ir.* of 
age. I bad lost both my parenO*. I uo.H rj Iroibfi's 
sistrrs. and Annt Theresa had sent f-ir De Jo oome an'd i-'' 
wiib her and her two sifter.*. She kept a private bca*^d'e;- 
hon>«. in Bath, but I was not awr.r-' of that at f:vst. 'hn 
only iusmuated that, the bouse li?2 r than ti :y 
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nN^cV'cl. sbe occnsIonaHy accommodateil a few fiicmls wbo 
tvUbcd to come to this notable city lor ita renowned baths 

'^^AMb^tLe of my first acquaintanco with tbe bouse and 

ilj inmates I rarely saw them, for I took 
in Aunt Theresa’s parlour, or m tbe kUthen with the two 
liLh servants. It seemed a very large house to me, hut 
ido^criSy dark and gloomy. The main stmrease was 
tone, and so was the hall, and the basement The dm,ng^ 
^nnm at the ri-ht of the hall door had two wmdows lookmg 
on the street.“Through a large archway opposite one saw 

Late brown trec.s and a glint of green ^ 

mv ideas of the house were circumscnbcd by Litohen, l^eh 
parlour, the great stone staircase, which led on and up to a 
V, ooden one at the top floor, .and my own tmy bedroom.^ I lie 
” wa. a mv-sterv of eloped doors, or occasional voice. 

As I prcw'morc familiar with my surroundings I d 
roTcred that my three r.unts were not the best of friend-. 
Aic-'llime was always signalized by bickering, fan.L-fiiui-.’g. 
Mml ^TmUW Aunt Theresa, being the eldest and ja- 

Inma^lv the o^wnc-r and controller of ; 

I’lC no't imnortant. Aunt Joanna, vho came nest, .. 
nmiaUc, but undoubtedly tiying. Aunt Innces. 1 
vZ.'-t and prettiest of the trio, was to my thinking a 
-Sect terror, ^ilcr temper was violent to a o^groc, r..id h 
and self-impoitancc would have been incscu.'abh* ui 
a P licc^s of the Blood. She cared for no one and nothing 
init hcr^e’' and wliat ministered to her i>lca: urc. She seemed 
t 1 -^ ii^l.^nt dislike to me. posi ibly bera'iso my gw'e 

:^.i;nocen,lyentioalof wonder atla^veiylum^^ 


!< 


portb?. And loi„s 


to give ™ ,vlnt her .istor ! 

longue,” that wcllnigli reduced me ca^ AUa 

:SH53S5l£S””i5 

T.liole hou<=ehoId. Aunt Jo.anna was a cunoa, ^ n 

rf b'^cZ-m, good-nature, and '^7^VXne-s 

i -TC already clesenbcd. By son., quern ism i , , 
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left just euo\iv.ii woucy for i«y oilucaion, and Amit I'hcicta 
>vi\8 truatco of tliis fund. I never knew bow mudn or low 
little it was, but, judj^ingfromtUo sort of education it aftoidcd, 
I .diouM £;iy it'could not liavc been woitb mvoatir.g. 

My lifst foitnigbt was pai-sed in Ibo bouso and iu luclan- 
choly liilgrimagcs ui> and down its dreary length of Jlan- 
eases. These old bouses wove iive eTdrics bigb. and it wa> 
hoinething of a jounny to go froaj the bottom to the lop. 
or vice versa. I was uot btiong, and bad to make moie 
than Olio halt in those joumeyingy. J used to ait on tbo 
stair, and'Toolv at the various doors and wonder what s'-!t 
of people lived behind them. My lin^ room was at tie 
back of the one sliaiod by Aunts Joanna and Theresa. U 
lied one cu'.all window looking over the garden, and show in 


ino inoio i-wey stone walls and Luildji:g;. There was ciiiy 
ono live in the raideii. A lar;^e blavk-teiiiua .l b!,<ik- 
1-ptighcd elm, lov'.lless and uely luVIei tie. cimly sky, gtOM ing 
nj) fioui sodden grass, and in solitiny glory o\( r 

l lie stunted shruba, that tilled iLe beds. I wondered what it 
v.onld looklHioTn aummci-tiiue, and wbellur any birds ever 
civmc to visit it, or nest ui its fuiLiddi.ig branches ? 

1 think it was the -Uh of Devenibev vben I looked out 
as usual and saw iiiy liii' glcow of Mu'' sky; caught a lir^t 
i.int of suuiliijio iii liic naridw Lne that ran bebu;d tlic 
g.ii'dcn. TuU of delight at the changed aspect of things I 
I'i.u donii to breakfast. 1 seized upon Auul Theresa in the 
act cf inakii.g l-a fur ” uji.';! di" 

*■ Oil! ui;'\ 1 go oat to-ii.iy ; I plcj'Ud. “ It's so lo’.; 
fiiicc i'\e been out of lie- I 'i.e. Ai d its going to be a 
bcAUvifvd daV. Not r.iinv yiul l..-v ui v mo’e.” 

C<o out '! ” the sakI. *' V. I'v, of cc.iiic you can, if yon 


Wi'.ut to. 111 tell l'\ )ii-y lo Ihko or maybe your .-luni 
•Ioanna will be goi-’g to do some bhoiu-iug. Tiierv s phi 'y 
lo think of Ibis CUislmas-limc. fcibe can lukc you, if yon 1! 

good and not bolbcr lier. The shops arc grand just r.ow. 
It U be a treat furyou to see them ; and Ihere's th-e rump 
Itoom, she might show you that. Thevc, tiV down now, ar.a 
have your por^blgc. fll tcU her.’’ 

Then she mistlod olT, and I had my usual soup ploto-of 
IKirvidgc Ajid'unik (wUiob J tkoroiigUy disliked) ju a corner 
of ibo kilchcu table, while Bridget fried rashers and mado 
WcsSt, for \ke foitiwi^o people uboYc staUa. Once or twice 
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slio looked at me and luo languid movements of the spoon. 

'• Hvirry now, there’s a darlin’.” she said. ‘‘And luaybe 
111 Imd a spare scrap o’ bacon for ye, as a tr.ate. Could yo 
Mo it if I did ? ” 

'• I could,” I said emphatically. 1 bate porridge. \\ hen 
T at homo iu .Ireland papa always let me have some 

of ids bacon.” . . „ ,, 

-Did he now? And I suppose ye miss it? All 1 lie 

the stirabout is more strenglli'ning. Ycro sich a 

V bite-faced, eUnuy morsel ^ a creatiue that yc need fuUenm 

stoHs, an’ lots av 

'Ch^ description sounded so unflattering that I i.iac<c a 
v.Miant effort to finish the porridge, and v.as rewarded by a 

r,.-hcr and a slice of toast. . -n • i.... 

Ye'd best ate as much as yc can liould, said Jsnii^et. 

‘ Tor it’s not much av of a lunch I ll be coolau' to-d iy. 

',Io hands is full wid all the preparations for to-morrou. 

Why to-morrow ?” I asked. i n 

Sure, isn’t it Christmas Day? ^Yhcre s your uUs, child, 

not to he rememberin’ that?” . , ^ n 

- Christmas Day ! ” I laid down my fork. I was sudden y 
oon^cious of something at the back of memory that brought 
;i lump into my throat. 

Christmas Day ! Only a year ago, and he had been h 
me and a full stocking had hung at the foot o my b o, 
■md wo had been so merry and happy together, ilos 
i llrmas time would bring no such joy. No cheery voi o 
wS wish me tho usual wish. No surprise 
would represent some heart's dcc-ire ol my or\'n. Onl\ th . 

stnniciJss, and hardness, and greyness. I 

iiilo bitter ;ecpIns-those 3ban>. ogojxuod sobs of childhood 

Bridgf coming to my side. “ ™d 

Siiwl it's just foolL^hness to cry like that. W hat b the goou 

at all ? ” 

' / 'rwtered. - Lnst Clnistmas I .an 

poor child. I can ted for .ve. los^-’ thim 
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I ve no more time to waste. Dry yev eyca, cliilcl, jn’ l>n 

sm^ible. See, ’tia a lovely day, the sun shmiu an all. Slav hr- 

I'll get lave to take ye wid mo to tlio town. I vo lo«s of 
sLoppin’ to do. be amusin’ to sco the folk in llio 

Street beyant. Hun-y up now wid that lrcuk(a?t, an 1 H 
hurry wid me work, an’ we’ll bo off vi<l ourselvc^j. 

'1‘liC words sounded inspiriting, I mado niy way Up-l.-Ii 
and tidied up my little room. Then I took out the h'l 
and paktot which formed t!ic childish fitrhions of the d.;y. 
I tied thick, hb.ck hair into “door kiifKkoH,’' and 
ihc-iSed in the mourning g.arments ).ro\idc-d for nu- 

by an Insh milliner. Then I opened my i1t>or, nnd K-ft th ■ 
loom. As I did so I hoard the hour strike fioin the t'l u.d- 
i.iiliC'i' s dock in the hall hdow. 'I'tn. 1 paused. Diid;.' I 
liad said between ten and eleven. 

i tinned back to my room. There was nollJuy to do llici" 
to pass auay the time. Once more I came emt on to Hi'- 
la-iding, and took survey of the upper rci^ions. As yet 1 
had not ventured to explore the lop of (be hou.-o. My annls 
rpeke of it as “ the attic.*." I under.'lood tliey Wioi! ocf ii- 
pinl by Eomconc hiuted'at as “Madame Ouylle," or ■’that 
mvjteiions creature up above." 

f cannot to this day imagiiio wliat in^j'ircd me with a 
niddcn desire to explore this region <*n this pii llcul.n liiorniiej, 
but the fact is impressed ujion me—and tlio le.sult.'. 

ijtep b}' step I went np tho unoarpelcd stairs. I foutcl 
myself on a marrow wooden landing on which four doi*i.-i 
ojioned. Tiiey were all closed, and unrcvealir.g. I slootl 
still aud listened for auy sound of life or movement. Dut 
1 heard nothin". 


Then I ventured to ojicn one door. It was a back room, 
dingy and dusty, and holding only boxes nnd packing-case.'. 
I clo.sed it and turned- As I did so I saw the door of oiu 
of tho front attics o^wn sfoicfy. So slowly, nnd quietly 
did tlio aperture widen that I was seized with a nervous 
terror of what it might reveal. Fascinated nnd molionU\'S. 
I stood and gazed, and then, os the space widened, I saw a 
face lookmg out at me. . . 

A Jact 1 Such a (aco 1 It froze my yoimg heart to icy 
fear,- A fear that could not express itself by word or sound. 
Thf colour of the face was the raw bright pink of an uuhealed 
scar, the eyes looked out of two blood ied ihus. About 
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tlic bcaJ iUJU liung a Jnass of tiniirled grey liair, 08cai»iiiK 
from a gify eliawl or scarf. The tioor opcaicd uo furtiiti. 

1 had no hint of Ibo figure bt>}iind it. J>ut wLotlier luy eve;? 
bc{ra3'ed tciTor and hoiror, I heard a voice saying, IJJ 
not hurt you, child. What are yon doing hcie ? 

The voice was at onoc &o sad and so exquisite m Ua 
speaking tones that my fears vanisbod. Had my eyes been 
t loscd to the dreadful face I thould hitve iju.igiiicd it to be 
;•« beautiful as its Bpc&di. Even wiLii the bon-ibic eoiiliai.t 
.-.o manifest I r^aiued some small amount of ycU-i>osscs 6 ioy. 

I tr'od to sUmm-a- out an cxi>lauaiic.n of my presence. \\ Inle 
1 did so, I taw the strange apparition slip some gUssw 

over her disfigured C3-e«. It made tiiun le.;s tmuymg. i^at 
the face, with iU horrible skin, ]jmk. cud seamed, cud sccued, 

btill left me ilek and sbnddeiing. _ 

-You aie friglitened of me, i sec. J.vr.yonc j nit 

|3 Tvhv I live bei-o alouo-to myrtif-i-uu.g no one, 

-lotliiiig of iuiyone, IV saddui and must ^^oUt.uy croaluio 

iu oil this toun, It-hiid:. ^ 

The I>allio3 of the voir;- iiidt;;'-nlju.dr. an-i so t o 

onriou? half-foreign inllv.tion of it^ lu'.nnhded ton:-'. Hi- 
■i moment my fears vuni.Iied. To be iJuLUny and aimvted 
^.^emed even my inexKiicuce .^L once the r.ii u 

u.l uiidw'rvod of fates. I v,- nt a h.v pa-.:;., ne.'ie . 

■ “mdd fai,Wo.cU, 1 Aua - . 1 . ;ou l,vc h.rc 

•li, the eeulre stood a ..‘.Uioos stood on 

wiitins mnlctia B. A ,u oI i , 

ro.f^lsru:^:To^hc. t,, «.e ho,,, ot h,an. 

you come in ? ” eaid the phnntivc voiee. “ I never 

have any visitor; nartlv from the fascinated 

1 wont in, parUy Once in the room 
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parEon with mv aimts IjOTScliair ftud “n-p' furnulimjZ’, 
Ihb spaco of soft mist (ind warm comfort w;t3 an ngrceablo 

contrast. „ 

The strange owner stood rcrcaled as n tmi, eliglit iignre, 

oddly garbcti iu a straigUt cut robo of palo grey caslimero. 

It fell from throat to foot in long, flowing linw, onbclted, 

imtrinimed, yet curiously becoming to tbo slender figure. 

As sho moved to and fro, tho cloudy ^aperies about her 

licad floated round her liio a mist, rcvrfjing nothing, yet 

Jeaving the consciousness of a living force bciiintl obscurity. 

She moved quickly, pointing out this and the other, giving 

word of explanation, and occasionally displaying a Loii^c- 

Mile's pride in her own order and contrivanco. One of Ihc 

^ipboards besklo tho liroplaco held china and glass; the 

c'Aer contained cooking appliances, of some bright, sinning 

substance, all spotless and Ijcautilully clean. A door led inl< • 

Lor jgsdroom; that sho showed me also. I had never seen 

eucli^ room. The draped bedstead, tho wquisite toih-t- 

lable,^-itb all its silver and cut-glass and enamels; tin- 

inlaid* ardrobc with its shelves and drawers; and furllic-r 

on again "a third room which held a press ol beautiful house 

and t.abfo linen, and a batli, and a curious littlo foreign 

stove forilBcatiiig water. Everything w.as .cpotlossly clean. 

and everywhere floated some eubtle scents of lavender an<l 

dried rose loaves. 1 was speechless from wonder and 

ndiulratiorfjl ^ ^ * 

“ AOcrcl woik," ^hc said quietly, as wo went bhcj^lo 

the front^v>oi|i. 

Work?’’^-echoed.* * 

She touchcdaUic scalU-red sheets ohi^^per oa th-: tiible. 
FI am a wiit^’ ^ ^ 

I ga’od at her with awe. fThis w.is iiuletd to’bcUblc- 
wor'ihy, and to thrill my "childish he^ with wonder. " 
‘‘Those books”—sho pointed to a row of scarlol-bouiid 
volumes in tho bookcase—‘‘ are all mine. If it wore not 
lor them, their solace f-upation, I ehould not bo alive 
now. For life, mcaatojiymcal existence, ia nothing to me. 
I live in my mindvgipat alone consoles me for this marred 
and hideous body^*’ * 

‘*To write,” I 'murmured. ‘'To write—book'*. Oh 
bow wonderful! ” 

*' You think so ? ” ^ 
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• Tlicy Vi‘," I suiil, •and Uo.ch us. Hfy faliier u*-d to 

V rilo.” , ., . ,, 

■■ All, then Vi C shall be friends ! she said quiokly. i.ouic- 

tiling in your little dark face told me so. What is ycur 

11 .nio V'’ , T 

• Rosidccn, " I answered, ‘-Rosalcen U Suir. 

JLer liaivl, r. very Elcndcr, very white Land it was, mchea 

'■ Wln't a pretty name. A pwt 
]),uk Ko^deen.’ rerliaps that is v.Ly your father callcl 

* 4 • * I 

* \ (hu/t know ■■ I Sftid, “ wliv he cJlcd me it. ’ 

- Jtow Ion" have you l.>een in this house Vshe continued, 

;;;;l:rr .S s:^u.d.niy .ovea to... .a.. 

tmlbed quito s.lU, Wld... at tl.e 

t 11 ^ r •/ 

' “ J <7,vy /.//t. 

tve both Stoorl silenlJy £57.Ini; el the uonls. 

'I'licu sho spoke, blov.Iy, as one uli-'-c t.iou-hts arc far 

•’ she s^id, “is I’lV life- fer ever now. Grey life 
<iuitciin„ VOUU" enoujrh for promi.scs of joa, 

^ ao EUide 

"‘afS Sai.«tcalq..c=!:,d U,o„„.ta. 1 .tolo s<dti. 

awa-, o-nd closed the door agauu 
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CHAPTER II. 


IN- WHICH I MAKE A. rniEN'D, AaD a Lwcovrr.Y. 

I W!;.-;? llie stairs, ami made my way to Ibc lil-lien. 
Mv little- lic-ad was buzzing with luiiositj- and vonu'.i' abiiit 
tia- lady in the attics. 

\\ l.v was 5-ho there, of all i>laces in the world ? Aiid vJiat 
v.a; the tragedy of her life? What liorriblo fate had fo 
MMfcd aftrt-Bcaned h.cr beauty, leaving lianda and fieiiri' 
iiill youthful, yet robbing womanhood of its one prieelt•^s 
cli.i’-rn ? Did anyone here Imow ? Would they tell me, (U- 
I only be punished for my IciJicrity in c-yploiip'' 
lijoso upper regions ? 1 resolved to question lirid-n l 
M'lldoor.cy. If she retained the IrLsb virtue o! curio-it>. 
there would be no mystery in tho bouse that she v.otddu i 
iiive fathomed, or tried to fathom. 

ij-it I said nothing until we were out of the house aval on 
( .,r v.ay to tho High tsti-ect. It was my lii;;! walk in Ihitii, 
j rid ns we turned from tlie grey street into a wide and o]kji 
.- pace, I J^topped and looked around. Facing me were hiph, 
sloping hills. To the left a wide street of inipc-sing hou.-c , 
<:ieat Pnlteney Street, Bridget called it. In the biighl 
sun hine it looked noblo and impressive. To the right 
tlic road crossed a bridgo under Which flowed a river xd 
wlic.-e name Bridget was ignorant. In fact, though sin- 
had lived some llvo j*ears in that historical to^ni, she could 
tell me little about it, fiave that tho Abbey “did ought t<» 
be the Holy Catholic Church.” I had not known of it.-s 
f .\i.''lcnec, and I begged Bridget to take me into the interlr-r 
ah(l let me seo its wonders. But this .<?hc flatly lefu-ed. 
being too good a Catholic to put foot iu a rrotestant chureii, 
«s she was at pains to explain. 

“Ask ycr aunts to bring ye,” eho said. “They corner 
to it for sarvico on Sundays. Leastways Miss Fanny doc<. 
’Tis .a good place to be showin’ horself. For all the raijk 
an fashion av Bath goes there, so they says.” 

Then she hurried mo off to the market, where she had to 
buy chickens and Tcgctables, aud various oihe-r comcslible«« 
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Tlio aiul chaQ'eria" ainnseJ me very nnuh. Tt 

v.-a'* all so novel. And the crowd? of shoppers at tlie man.v 
stalls rcvc.alcd how populous a place mms this unexplored 

and, to me, uuhnouii city. 

When Bridget had concluded her mavhetme. wo tf.:no<l 
homewards again, and I put that qiK-^'ion a- to the myst^r-.ous 
1 \dv who rented the attic?. But Bridget had little luRrmr.- 
lion to “ivc. It appeared she ha.l lived ia the house soma 
tlircc or"^four veavs; seeing no one. never going out except 
At night, and'cooking and attending on herself excop lot 

occasional aid from “poor Mary.’ 

But hovV did ye got wund av her Wui up theiv . 

'^’Tcipt-fued Vhat I had wand-red upAairs, and she Lad 

mvpcd ha- door, and asked me In. 

•• Vn^ w.as she all veiled in grey - o.,kcd I>ndi,n‘ • cageny. 

•• Tiiofs liow I’ve seen hvr. it iv-: I did edeh sigh av het 
goin’ or cornin’, an’ Mary s-ays bite docs bo alway. hUo 

cannot tcl! whv I ra'r-.inrd from descvlblng tl.c face 
ilut had so tcriilied me. Wlicther from son.o ^ 

„i!v or some innate sLrinking from t!ic comimmls that 
i.e m.'do. All 1 can remcui'xT is that 1 eaiJ toe lady uore 
gro'v veil over Iicr hea'l, and hud the luoA beautiiul \oica 

^ said Bnd.et. “ Bni .die'b fuini'. Fimeh 

or Ilalvem. l.y the name av her.” _ , 

-■•Why bhouldu't foreigners Inve ot-autiful voices. 1 

d.ciJ.aK-. ''Xene 
Vve iver heard spayhir., An' .(Uate annuu . foil, do 

;ip romiii' to yev aunta in the .^u^on. Jews, an Amen ^..n , 
an’ sichlikc. ’ , , 

V' ull it mi'-Hc 30 as not lo hurt the naybour e feelin . 
\,cdocs itrr..ac Po^rdin’ home. An wc 1 

But thaU u g,imea.s a week 

,jm,lashun.<, so ra.r.nh,, of thia cjprcssfoa 
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to tlic cn^os^iug subject ol tUo ftttkj oiid tUcir occupAut. 

Uiidget wasod impatient. t» t t 

“ Ah, thin, bavo done wid yer quc'iliun-!, BJisS Rosalecn . 

Sure, an’ I've said I dun know how tho lady came. Tberu 
was writin’ an’ writin’, and thin a great van o’ furniture, 
an' a man to paper and paint, an’ lis tho place up. An 
one night, whm ’twas gettin’ dark, a cab diires up, an n 
l.'.d'^ 6*^ts out. Tall an’ elegant lookin', but tho faco ov 
lie/waa all covered wid grey reilins. Slie was taken up to 
tbim attics, an’ tlicro she's been iver since. W bin she wants 
nnvlhing done she sends for “poor Mary.” An’ if .she 
lias any orders she T\Titc.s thim on a piece o’ paper, (in' pul^ 
it outside av the door, an’ money wid it av it s things to buy. 
8he niver ates mate; only porridge, ftn’ bread an’ tay, an 
fruit. What slio cooks sho cooks for herself. She give.'J 
no trouble, an’ what she pays for thim four rooms is a prelly 
slice av tho rint o’ the whole house. Now, don't bo .avii’ 
luoro question®, child. Twas the mu o’ ciuiosily as dnre 
poor Mother Eve out of I’aradisc.’ 

Wo had arrived at our orvn street by this time, so I weii‘ 
in with her. I was met by a storm of quc!.lion.s from Aunt 
Tbi'fcca. Why had I gone off like tb.'it? Why hadn't J 
waited for Aunt Jo-anna ? Was it a time to bo kcepi!.;.: 
Efidgot from her work, and the lunch not ri .uly, and \i-ii.oi.s 
to kady Montgomery of the drav.ing-room floor? 

Not knowing what to say, I said r.othing. But rr^l-o t 
w'' more than a match for her mistress, and cspkjiir.d in 
rich Tornacuhir that the i)oor child was “juit iimi'cd t->, 
death and pinii'ig for frosli air, and what was don;‘ 

by taking her out to see the shops, ami the town, and a bit 
o! lifo?" Aunt Thcicjiv .said no more, arid prepar.ati<^.ns 
for luuc'iicon went on .apace. “I slipped av.ay, and up to my 
own room to remove lu}-outdoor parraent®. Then I wandered 
into my aunt's bedvoom, to sec if I could find a book about 
Bath and its history. There was a long, untidy book.dieU 
nailed against the dingy paper, at which 1 Lad often pared. 
I surveyed it now from cud to end. Gaudy, ycllow-lnckcd 
novels, one or two volumes of Household Medicine a.nd 
Domestic Ckiokory. An “Enquire Within,” n shabbily 
bound Shakespeare, and a volume of Sheridan's I’hiys. 
Nollibig that 1 sought, apparently. As I tunred to leave 
the room the door opened abruptly, aud Auut Joanna camo 
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n. She 9 I •.<'*1 excitC'l, and carrying a pared, v. rapped 

jii I own palmer. , . , , - , , , 

“ \Viiv Rosolccn, what are yon doing here . she askul, 

and tiicii went up to the loo)dng-g!as«, and surveyed hcr.vc!f 

and her new bonnet approvingly. , . , ^ 

I told her I wanted a book about Rath ar.il its liot spring-:. 

She turned from the gla^s and stared at me. 

- ^bout Bath ! Well, you're a funny duld. Fairy tah-^, 
or poetry, now-. But a hisioiy of ^//i / What on cartn 

would vou be i-eading that sort of book for . 

I tried to cxpl.ain the charm that the Abl.ey. and the old 
town, Lad wrought. But she seemed to think me crazy. 
“That comes of having a seientifie fathe.. sue said. \ 
jdways told Lucius that lie was one ludf book and the other 

<;lic bO'^an to unfa-sten her bonnet-^trmg«. and I watened 
her fascinated. For the putting on or taking oH of a boimel 
(she never wore hat.) was a complete act of transformation 
as far as Aunt Joanna was concerned. \A hen put on 
it altered her whole face, and made her quite nice-lookmg. 
When it canto off one was conscious of disillusion. Her hair 
was alwa^-s badly dre.s-sed, her forehead was narrow her eyes 
Muall and shortsighted, and her complexion dull and colour^ 

! .\unt Theresa was handsome enough to he mdependei d 
.d’ millinery, and Fanny was exc-eptionally pretty cviui 
without ai't Cut .Toamia seemed incapable of making Us 
best of hcr‘olt, wo, alwsys „t a cli-olvantase DesKlc hov 

“T Ya'stow/'lhcrc carcf'illy rollii'Cr up ihc wiJe Etnn?s 
As she ' ,l,e cooUl not dress her hair 

of "Vdaik brown in rolonr, soft and 

’’•’.r •n'Vc'lltnr? h'nt^t looked dull and l„,-lreless, and shmved 

«'lod "/r/srfhs - nhieh we.n need for 

" kls in the mirror faein. ntn 

?on looked in that honnet, I 

-^V,4what0avt.n0,..-Ue,^.ne;'^.^^^^^ 

S t: Z Xew year s Ball at the Asscnhly 

Kooms. 
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“A biill!" I cried, >\itb vLalons of CimUivlLi in luy 
mind. 

{>Lc nodded. “ It’s a very selecl aHair. If<'s on liio 
committee. Ho can only spare two tkl.et-^. I suppose- 
i 11 liavo to take Fanny, or there’ll be uo li'. i:iLi in the lu»u,?e 
afterwards:. I wish it was Thcres.a.” 

itflie turned abrupdly to the parcel which \w'S lyin" mi 
the bed. “That's part of the material lor du-.s’ tij*; 
said. “ Would you like to see it ? ” 

] c.cpresscd the eagerness of a no\ice in sii.h JuntU-r’. r.i; 1 
slic opened the pared, revealing a length of pink silk. 

■ J'anny and I always malcc our own diCM-'C.-," she sai l. 
‘■I chose pink. It suits me best at night. Wlvn I (ho,*.- 
I got a colour, and IVc the best neck and {rhoiildcis of the 
ivtinily. Now I’ll show you the other materia!.'' 

I>hc went to a drawer and took out tome of 

t 1 xlan, csplaitiing how it was to be made up ove r a “ slip ' 
oi the silk, and have flounces at the boUena of the il.iil. 
r.i.J a lace lathe, all of v.hieh left me as ignorant as it 
found me. 


“1 shall wear a wrcalli of sm-all putU ro'c-:/ she wont 
on. *’Its the next bc-t thing to a bonnet, l iicy ^'.v 
laic tint if I want to catch a sweelljcail be ll have to nwi t 
me and court me with my bonnet on. I don't h-ok tim 
s:,!uc v.ithout it.'’ 

"Thats what I thought,*’ I said ujjudiiiously. 

‘ Hid you?" she snapped. ‘‘Then you can pul yciir 
o’-Iiiioiis with your menaci-s! Xc-thcr of them’c much credit 
to your bringing up! ” 

She folded up Iho material and put it away in a drawer. 
I felt snubbed and small. Seeing she Lad uo further mo 
for uio, I retreated to the door. As I was going orrt she 
called, “Its a good boarding-school vou want. I'll ask 
yoiu- Aunt Theresa about it.” 

Oh, please, don't/'* I eutrc.atcd. “I Late boarding- 
Bchoolg. Papa said I was never to go to one. I am to bo 
educated at homo, and attend classes for Bj)ecial things.’’ 

‘ Oh! was that your papa’s idea ? Just the silly sort 
01 thmg Lucius would bo suggesting. But we all went to 
boardmg-schools, and why shouldn’t you ? As a family 
wo pride ourselves on our education end ftccomplishmcnls. 
Let me tell you there’s uo one in, the city here in, the most 
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pcicct circles that isn't proud to have iliss Le Suir iu their 
diawi»g-voom9 or at their parties. ’ 

I said nothing. Only stood holding the door-handle in 
one luuid, and wondering if it would be another sign of 
had manner? to complete mj’ exit. As if to save further 
indecision, I was suddealy seized and pushed aside by Aunt 
Fanny. ?ihe was in walking attire, and looked very hand¬ 
some. Her colour and eyes were more bnliiunt than ever. 

•Oh—Jo!” she cried. ‘-Think who I met? Captrdn 
Oliver! He turned and walked back half the 'vay honie. 
lie's a>=Ived us to the Xcw Ve.ar s B.all. Isn t it splci'dul ? 

1 must have a new dress. White, I think, aim a pix .11 
>vTcu.tI) That 11 be uncouimoa. I semo wojulcilul 
Mlks at Ealand'8. Fil go and g-. t one tliis .'.ftcrnooii.' 

•‘And who'll r.iy for it ? ' a-ked Aunt Jcaiuia chavi-ly. 

•' Well, Thcrca.'v must, or III have it on credit. I can p-^y 

iioxl month. It's too good a e)iar..-c ha 
'bhe hummed a tuno and Wgui to round the h'd- 

room. I Hood and watclicd her. wonduing at her Iiliio, 
L'ra^'cful movements, nid:in« Hut I could dance. 1 nan 
never been taught yet. And how buly it mu^t bo to ho 
going to balls, and wear silk go’-vi.-- and wreuvls, like the 

beautiful laditi on the fiont page of song--'. . 

I turned sadly away, and went downsla.i-a, cousnous ..f 
l.unecr, conscious of raiu.y new and licwildciing fcclnii.». 
Not tlic lca.,t and most bouildcrnig bcu.K that 1 was a .or. 

cuvko^cat>«. and Late Wai nvatiinvardli rebelling 

took of cold mutton and St. L 

rSXin"or in my aunt's parlour over- 

v-:cre ‘f f ’ ^,,5 impossible. I consulted 

EridS “l omiM not ask Aunt Thcre.a8 penm^aon, ai, 

Bhc was in the dining loom. ; ' 


A OBEY LIFE. 



Go onl, an' wliy not?” she salJ. ‘'^'oujo Ijest out 
av tho way, child. No one will be lowsiii’ ye. Don't be 
tfeUiu' lost, though, an’ lettin' the blame on to rac.” 

‘•'I shan't go far,’ I said. “Only up Ihal •'real wide 
•street to the left. ’ 

‘'Great Pultency Street, it is,” eakl Bridget. ‘‘It ye 
goes to the top av it, ye’ll come to Sydney Gardens. 

:i sort av a piiik. Ye can go in. Tbcie’s no fear ye’ll be 
lost there. Til tell your aunt wiiin she couico out av llie 


tlining-roora. 
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So off I sped and dressed myself, and slipjted out of the 
bouse in a mood of excitement and temerity. There was 
as Bridget had said—no fear of getting lo^l, for the great 
street led liglit up to tlie gardens. I walked along slowly. 
<-xe.mining tlic heuse-s as I passed. They .«:i'emi.-(l very grand 
and imposing to my young eyes. On the heights stood a 
beautiful wliitc c.asllo. It was shining in tlie sunlight lil.c 
a fairy ediQce. The blue shy and green bills mude a jh-iIcci 
^: eUing. I wondered who lived there, leurely some gre.'-t 
person, I tliouglit to myself. 

At last I fovind my.self at the cnlranee of tlif' crirdcn*. 
T walked up to the gi-tc.s and wa"* stopped by a demand for 
payment. Tlie sum was small, but 1 had no mnjj.ev with 
me. Crestfallen and abashed, I was (inning biuk when a 
voice behind me exclaimed, “Who dare; turn the maiden 
away from this historic j>i-rlal ? Bude (hurl, admit hci. 
or di'pnle witli me vi ct amiU the po-«c.?i;ioji of a <li. honoured 
ofliciidtlom ! ’’ 


Asloiiishc'd. I turned, and gazed up at the commanding 
and shabbily attired iigure of a tall, slninge-looking roan. 
At first glance bo seemed to me comi>omided of red hair, 
red beard, and wild, storir.\ eyes. But a second ghmec 
rhowed the C 5 'c.s a-twinkic witli niiilli, and the mouth smiling 
and \ery gentle beneath Us barbaiic embcllishmrut, 

”l\v:s in, if you so desire,- he said. *' This minion dar.- 
not refuse me ! 

. smiled in friendly fashion, ami we pa-^^cd 

m. It did not occur to mo that my new nequuintanee had 

paid for us both. I imagined he was someone in authority. 

and that he coidd grant or refuse pcruiitnon of entry a-> 
ho pleased. 

There, he said, a, he avalked beside mo, a h-.-' oi 
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to von of man Fct in a. RuK* Lripf anthoiity. ^ \on ha\o 
•IS mn''h riglit to trrad tho?p sylvan groN-cs, to disport your- 
> If ‘n clarle and bower, as any pron<l beauty of pow(J<T 
,ni.l patches ill diip of y-iro. Dav., wlifn tho escliiiivc 
iluractcr oi these enchanting reeion? was proveibial. io 
Hverird servants and dogs were alike refused admission. 
Shame to confute the menial v.ith the 
But. such is hostory. Doubtless yon know some of tl e 
histone legends of Bath ? Hence your dcMrc to visit this 

Vo-o, sir," T f ammered. “ I don't know-- ! moan--” 

“Si? me no sirs:” lie cried, with a sudden dramatic 
pcHur<‘. •■Rallior Lt me introduce myself, and ha\e (.one 

"’Ke‘stopr-:d, took orT his hat., and made me a sweeping 

'‘''■• I'air mai.I, in me you behold a martyr and a patriot 
in OIK*. I present them to you in the person of the 
Terence Theophrastus O’t^hanghnessy; “Hd cr.st- 

V hi c Commander of a noble and inti^pid baUahen ra scd 

T,^l “'?o‘t,u,Jo orciiturr. in n Frplexin; ami tionnlecl 

.. T,..,ho 

1 f(jlt as jf he w.-rc a i 

l,ri.-fly of I'"® reason,. Ho. too, hod lost 

he had come for mocli . ^ [ort„„elo«s 

someone Tory dear t eomi-lainU aa matlc tho 

M well as .a ..uttcrc tcmTiorary necessity, 

springs and baths of . -Kvery stone and street 

" “ T i’rci heic as a liohnl prsomicc in days 

,A the place. } of „,.ntlemcn an.f the penalty 

,vhc., duelling wa, the 

of fools. I ruffled » “ 'p.nt-mum ! Tl.afs not 

tS" oi' 

t. ■• 1 , fitllc one i ■ 
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Again I rcil, ‘Xo, sir. " 

He frov.ti -il. ■■ I no*. a«!‘.!r. .1 • ‘,1; ' ■ j ^ 

“ Dili M'luit i-S Nonr ii.-.m.- V ' 

■■ Rc^:if‘'cn ].o Suir. ’ 

llosaloon i J he (htilc n ' II. 1 ' , h ' r, (.> 

r.iith again in yonv fairy form ? Jlr-r smile in y<>nr wm.-h i inL- 
c>\s, her heanly in your f.-.'V. the jluc-ii of ynui' / 
Siirelj' you arc a iiosecjuianl of tint Trr.jvh-o!ifl j.idy who 
iiispirotl a poet, an<l lcfi< Iiev jiame ui'eriijr'il m men meij i.-s 
for sahe of its omi romance ? ' 

I don t Know, 1 said, nn-l wv ].-r,'d nef a litilo tli.it, 
two jKOple oil the s.-.m.- diy h.i-i ajmlied mv name to tl- 
same souive. 

• you don't know, ' he iipc-ao-.l. W.-I!. your wr-.- 
are few as yet. It is .‘•ad to think of you a lonely wamlf 1 . r 
on the shori’s of Tituc, hut something ui'' we «l ;dl I •* 
tnends. What say you 'r Do you nred a fi iend. or are ^ 

well.provided V ’ 

.. .1 ^ aun(‘," J >. id. 

Lc JSuir .s. ' 

- I have heard of them. They add to the tnuuldi-h.d 
h.4 of hath Prautics. T)iree--tlie isumher of th- t.’i', 

•'Jid douhtie.= s j>0‘;iossed of thc-ir fharnv;. lh*ijm o hiti'-c v 
y.).i share the .same nationality, or I mi take aam •' 

•-Mve yon Imlhright of th.at shado\n- smile, r.nd hft Uit- 
Mr of her .soiTows in your eyes’ chile depths, t warnnd 
to the sound of your longue .at its tir.t uH-r.uKe. We . !..im 
ho Sixme eoimtry, the kin-:!,ip ol pa^t lu-iuo;:.F 1 ,. 
lifi'i 1 )ccj) Iciinl lo 111^ to-drty ’ 

.'-.lin lie r,TOpt 1 ,.C that !, 0 .r. t , 1 ... 

ar, 11., Ill,, iMiv ^ ^ 

"■111 til) 0 I have ■,l„ .'.,lv oi ■ 


CHArTER llf. 

A rEESEN-T FP.OM SIT^TA CLAV3. 


Kvrs as memory is, it cannot record quite accurately fite 
I-^od^cy of farce, tragedy, and fantasy vhich made up my 
rompaaion’s conversation on that fir.t day of our ncquaml- 
rtncc. 1 only remember its charm, ns faculty of awakening 

intecest r.nd inspiring life. . . t • , . . « 

I had a piussion for u:ord<^- By that I w;i>U to convey an 

JirvpUf able delight in fuU. Konorous, rounded periods. 

t oShiog euphonious and beautiful that made hstcn.ng 

;rc of a delight than a facuUy. There was, o. so it seemed 

io me, no need of comprehension. The less I umlaislood 

the more was 1 charmed, uiul my new companion cvkIciuIv 

h^aVuTked hinwelt out he a'=nrt(l me I was Ibah 
rarest exception of the rule feminine—'• A born Uteiici. 

‘ All wSn chatter. ’ he said. “ A few talk ; none can 

r.-ten. Hence their suiH-rliciality; for the 
,,n ilm Dcarls which the swine ti.implc under foot. M.\ 
rP!<I ' ou have "atlion d jicails enough for a ncckUt fci 
;!:;t’.sr;.dcr tot. U.U ..o oI .vou^Cf, .,ul JU.,.- 

.vova. ».i .1.™- 

I aighing eyes i iccounted. Poor and 

^.Uory sccinca MOith tHe astcumling 

t'o the barncis o£ con^ uUon. ^ I e.Iu- 

.spring from <‘n cnoiiiou. ^ ^ ,iui to he.' 

r ation on the strict hues of 

Wrong ! ? iacts rubbed to a thread, pounded 

'^'^Ceniury wUl prove the truth of u l.at 
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I say. WoBiCii will no longer be dolls, slullcd with eawiliiht 
platitudes, bclidess if unsupported, but strong, selfirdiunt, 
thlhiing beings! Jlan’s compoiuons, not bis toys. 
this is one of my proposed missions. I am goijig to the 
root of this matter. E)Urt nous, my lilllc RosSecn, alwavn 
go to the rod of a thing, if you want to understand—or g -1 
rid of it. (Another pearl.) I spoke of a mission—I huvc 
many. But the ouo that at present engrosses mo is iLi't 
of femiuino education. Woman is never too yoimg to 
believe that sho is perfect. I shall teach her she is noi. 
Once she leorns fJiai she may become a useful member <>f 
society; Eomething worthy of man’s serious attentio::, 
possibly Lis inspect. In brief, my charming listener, I :>ui 
bcrc, in this historic entourags, to found a Seminojy of Tin.! 
knowledge, as taught by one who knows to those who nftd. 

Ut me aixloim you as Ci;:t sludcul of the Xcw Acadtnu-, 
May I ? ” ”* ■’ 

1 have ft recollection of stammering out delight at tlio 
prospect, but dcubls as to beijig able to accept it. At the 
lii-st mmounoeiucnt he kissed my band, at the second ho 

waved Ins own in a m.ajestic gesture that dismissed nossild.> 
oj^posrUon. 


’lour aunts arc no doubt wortliv women. Bcin-' Iiidi 
they wJI also be proud and couvcntioiial. It shall b'''ni 7 
t^k to api)eal to the !ii-.st instinct, and confuse llie so. 
i be M Oman docs not live, my fair—I uic.-iu inv dark Ro^sJ^ cn, 
who c.au conduct an ai-gumcnt with «jc—C hevalier Tcron. e 

K’otbiug would'do for my ucw filcnJ but a cpcedv vi.it 
to my aunts m mdcc to lay the scheme of his proposed -Voa- 
demy bef^ them. Ho conducted me borne, expounding 

ni'tpf Laur!: 

bfi announced. ‘'But 
moment is of more importance. I 
respected reUUves in mrro 
gacb. and at a conveatioua! hour. We have two 

imtionabty; and our intei^t in 
you. That ^ould break the ice. But at present thev are 

with culinary subieclT^P^try^ and 
. y: —appeal. I waive opportunity and 
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--ate tlic chance o£ what might not bo to what may be. 
Ai ToD" as a thing is not absolutely decided against us wo 
fan always hope it will be decided for us I Kow, farewell. 

I f'o to hold converse yonder. The wisdom cf ad the ages 
li-" beneath that humble roof. In other wortls, my child, 
that bookshop you see is an emporium o mgh a century s 
f.-tablishmcut. One Gibbons—not bo of Roman Empire 
lame—but another nicknamed Duke of Argyll, from likeness 
,'r coincidence, was once instaUcd_ there. It changed han^ 
in tho Thirties, again in the Forties. but not con- 

/liiions. Sheridan knew of it. Captain Absolute may once 
I: ..VO imbibed wisdom at its counter. (Clod wot. he ucedccl 
it ) Hither came iwmpous Nash, and fimckmg lirmnmell, 
;,n j their like. At least, they ought to have come to get 
sense into their powdered and rerurjued heat s.^ But 
no nr.tter. The loss was theurs. In biief, child, hi. nom 
V I'c come to this historic city leave it before « f ^ ^ 

(::>orv vondcr. Whatever is to be learnt o. Bat.i and lU 
a- °rilxd importaiico may be learned there. 

' m I -.id. -‘To l.nov ^out 

the titv, and ths liot -iiiingh --"d the hc.ndilid 

lo.ilV Can I get hook, ttt lh»t -hop tvL.ch t^otdd tcU 

- Vmi c-n ■■ he said. U shall be my pleasure and honour 
to Inin- vou some. By the way, are you acquainted uitb 

’ only been tenght by n,y 

fOher,° I said " An.l uc bad not begun mod..tn lausuagos, 

1 know a little Latin. _ i.ft j^v 

“ cood enough beginning, he said. It sha y 

hti“h:r'i 3-5™ “ „ 

cf the street. 1 hau non y rnused her attention. 

quick steps foUowmg. bhe wugw me f 

Iks'K.’^’s n- 

been ? ” 
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“Bridget said I hiiglit go,” I answcTfd. “ I was only in 
tiro way at Lome.” 

“I daicsay j'ou were, but why were yott lullJug lo lliat 
mad-looldng creature ? ” 

“He is not uiud! ” 1 csflainiod indi<oi.'MitIv. “He is 

r V 

awfully cloTer, and—and—he was very kind lo me. II'' i.-’ - 
I mean he was an officer in the Fix-nch Army; but lie is 
Irish. He told me his n.anic.” 

“A dirty, shabby, old beggar!" she said. “I'll kll 
ThcreSsa not lo he lotting you out, if that's the sort of 
acquaintances you pick’up ! ” 

1 smothcixd my indignation. I had {onnulatcd a })Iim 
of my own. I meant to tell Aunt Theresa my.scif, in a 
different fashion from lhat which Fanny would cniplov. 

As we waited for the door to be opened I tried to dnuv lire 
attention to herself. “Is that your dress?” 1 adi«.<l, 
nodding towards the parcel she held po carefully. 

“It is.” Her ryes brightened. “.Such a bargain I Its 
the loveliest white silk, and Fm gwng to trim the bodio.* 
with French tulle. I got a couple of yarcU thromi in, beim; 
Climtmas-time, and we such good customers to EiUand s. ’ 
"But can yon really mnko a hall dress yourself?” I 
persisted. “ It seems wondciful! ” 

"Ohl I’vo a genius for dr?i?smaking." she said com- 
l)lacontl 3 ’. “I do it much better than Joanna, though she 
won’t confess it,. You wait and see.” 

“I may SCO you dressed for the hall ? I ? ” 1 

urged. “I’ve never seen any one yet, except'in picture^. 
That one of Edith in ‘Dombey and Son.’ Oh! isn’t she 
lovely, and Florence, too ? Is that how you will be drossixl ? ’ ’ 
You 11 see,” she answered impaticnlly. “What on 
earth s that fool of a boy about not to hear the bell! ” 
She gaTO another furious ring, but as her hand left the 
bcll.pull Mickey opened the door. She stopped to scold 
him m her usual imperious fashion, and I slid away down 
ythe passage and into the parlour. It was given over to 

tarlatan 

mto Icngtlu while Aunt Theresa held it. They both called out 

deter^ned to cut (he groimd from under Aunt Fanny’s feet. 

«« I u ^ said. “ Bridget told mo I might ivalk 

up PultcDcy Street to the Gardens. And I met ^ 
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I hcsitatocl. Tlie snip-snip of the scissors emphasized the 
pau^e. “I met a—gentleman. He walked homo with 


The scissors stopped midway. Both my aunts turned 

end stared at the audacious speaker. 

‘•What’s that? You walking out by yourself, With 
Rlr.-xn^c gentlemen I ” exclaimed Aunt Theresa, giving an 
Iridi^contradiction of fact to her statement, for had I been 
walking by myself I couldn’t have been in company with 

^ “\n Irish gentleman be was,” I rattled on hastily. ‘‘^om 
county Clare, Hc-bo knew your name qu.te wc.l. Uc 
said something about the ‘Beauties Oi Bath. 

Joanna simpored. “Of course, its well we 

ore ” she said. “ There’s not many can boast of better looks 
or better blood, and as for coming dov.n in the world, why 

tli'.t fii'dit happen to anyone!” 

-I’von kings have lost throne?,” said Aunt Theresa. 

What was the gentleman’s name ? ” S-ie added, resuming 

*''-Thc^'chcvaiier Terence Theophra'-tus O’Shanghncssy.’l 
‘Mdrntv of it,” s-'^’d-Joanna. . 

*• rr8hau")mc?sy ? ” observed Aunt Tiicresa, hy s ho 

on to it! tf.tn t ... enn country 

gc.«l onouglj » , ..,,,, .iven t.v tl-.c Emperor ot 

,„e for lus'^crrires in t..e war ITe kas been very 

unfortunate. Tlmt . why .. 

A quc<“r idc. • - _ . , . '.Kyays 


rnen a couvk^-, “ *• 

superfluous yyUh him. But it’s 

-Is that his ‘5^^^ there’s plcLtv of genteel 

not wanted in a place 

Bchoob—public ai^ P ' j ^-q came. 

Ko^aleen, if tbo terms 

aren’t too high.” rnll''"e.’' I said. “ H® 
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“Oh—is he? Mftyle well not tleciUe then till I Icnm 
his plans his terras.” 

“ It seems funuy,” said Joanna, “ to hear of a man frnindinj* 
a girl’s s^ool.” 

P I thrust in an cr^er oar. “Tlie ChcTalier says that 
kvomon ehmdd bo tx^uglit by men, and men by women. U s 
tho best way of crinaltzing the soscs ! ” 

Aunt Theresa dropped her end of the tarlatan, and Aunt 
Joanna lier scissora, to turn and staie at me again. 

“In the name of W’ondcr, child, what J»re you lelJ.in^ 
about!” cxdaimcil Aimfc Joanna. ‘’Who's been puu.u.g 
such ideas into your Iic.ad ? ” 

“Papa—for one,” i said boldly. “And the C!xvul;<i‘ 
Terence Theophrastus O’Shaughnessy I>r another. ’ 

At which juncture Aunt Funny e^«K*p^d douai upon U'-. 
and wo-s duly informed of my precocitv. The poor Chevaliri* 
did not got much iudoj out ffTiW' I think “ shacev ol<I 
carroty beg^rman,” was her designation. But ^^itll that 
cUrfdus spirit of divergence peculiar to the Celtic rof.'*-, 
the other si>,ter8 immediately took up oppo-jing sides i.\\ 
the subject. 


Because Fanny abused my new acquaintance, Joanna 
nud-Theresa, joined issue in his favour. JIc was Hsli, ni'-l 
imlilary, and unfortunate. That w.as enough to nroun-. 
interest. Fanny a tasto in reprc.sonlalivc inouhood was 
deplored. Unless they were hairdrewfe blocks, or taihu n 
dummies, slw could never see anything to admire in thom. 
^escntly eh© and Aunt Joanna fell to wordy t\air OAa r 
^ptmu Oliver, for whom there existed a ste^v rivnliA. 

leaving maud's at this safe juncture I retired to Biddv and 
llw kitclicn, and had my tea. 

It wa^jjQgr and comfortable now. The usual dinnerdiour 
seven o'clock, and at four Bridget always insiued on 
half an hours rest, and “ poor Mair “ prepared the kilohen 
tea. 1 was given toast and dripping, which my younir 
soul loved, and weak tea, on accotmt of nerves. 1 partook 

head. 

IBckey and poor Mary ” at the side. Their con- 
veraatioa ^ not mtercating as a rule, being full of petty 

But to-night they 

nf fi ^ ‘ appeared to be an annual affair giveii 

at the Assembly Rooms, and was accotinlcd very sclc-ct. 
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iwitlget wondered niidibly wliotlicr ‘'any good was to come 
(•f it this time ? ” Year followed year and the tlireo beautiful 
i\n.s3 Lo Suirs were still unwedded. Miss Theresa might be 
I'oiisitkTcd as baTing done with herself, but Miss Joanna 
{iiul Miss Fanny had their “chances.” Perhaps this ball 
i'.ould BOttlo ono of them. 1 listened without comment, 
but with truo feminine curiosity. In my heart I agreed 
with Bridget that “t’would bo a good thing if Miss Fanny 
made a match, and relieved us of her tempers and insolences." 
But Bridget followed up tho aspuation by the aijliorism 
that men weren’t all fools, and some had sense enough to 
lool; fmtlicT than a pretty face. 

• J'.liss Joanna,” she went on, “is woilli twenty av Miss 
Fanny, though slie’s tiyin’ enough. But a good husband 
’lid settle her. It ’ud take a bad one aii’ a master at that 
.:it tlie heller av that other TjU^tar! ” 

it was not respectful talk, but Bridget Muldooney would 
have been ready to say tho same things to her mistress's 
face. Possibly ehc had done so. At all events her frankness 
lia l nothing ill-natured about it. 8!io Lad known her young 
ledics from childhood. It was not surprising that she felt 
ill'lined at times to discuss tlicir chajiccs in life. 

^V!icn I had tinished my lea I again returned to tiio 
P'rlour. The piuk taiiat^n had arrived at the stage of 
‘ basting the scams.” On the rqii.are table was a while 
cl-.til, and from tlic cloth Hashed the shining lustre of Fanny's 
silk. Her sisters were criticising it. Aunt Joaima 
s;i!(l she had paid too much for it. Aunt Theresa was of 
opinion that tho “quality” was serviceable enough for 
dvcing wlicu its ball days should bo over. Fanny licrself 
f lit beside her treasure, turning over the leaves of a fusluoa 
book containing tho styles of the day. She had lo decide 
uj>on one before cutting up the silk into skirt lengths. They 
\i;ic all so engrossed with the importaut subject that they 
took no notice of me. I sat on a corner of the sofa and 
lidened with avid interest. Tho lovely ehimmering silk 
i^cemed fit garb for a princess. I studied Fanny c^i^.ica^y, 
;ind wondered bow she would look in it. Discussion, advice, 
and comment were still raging when there came a knock 
at tlie door and Mickey put in his head Ho glanced round 
tlie room, and then camo up to me with a square parcel ia 
his hand. 


“ For you. Miss R^-i&Jeon ” lie sai<l. 

I stated i/u'i'oduioii?. Who wouM Lt- sr iidin^.' lu'- a i, r • f. 
or a presait ? My aunts put f-iiniJar qiu -tiuii-'. \\ i;o liad 
Ijfougbt it ? tboy asked Mickey. 

“A bit av a bkoy. He said the Jiaiue v.;.s on it, au' i 
seed it wa.s, an’ tuk it in/’ 

I loc^icd r.t the addte.sjc A square of v.-Lite poj/r ijii 
which was wiitteii, “Sli.ss Rosiilwn ].e Snir.” 


“Open it, aj\il see what it is," said Autil ’Jhcr.-sa. 

I tore oft the brown p.iper wrupj)in" and jrjiv, ■,<. I .jnk. 
•I glanced at tlic title. 


“A HISTORY OF THE ANCIENT CITV OF BATH. 

I^CCLU^>I^'G THE CJIEONICXES OT ITS TJIE 

KIXO BI ADI D OP IIRITALV, WITH HIST^C .\Kb 
IXtCAL IXPOR?JAT!ON OF THE SAMI-" 


At the foot of tlic titlc-p.'vge was v.Tj'tleii in fine clear 
hanawnting; 

“ From Santa Claus to ‘ the Daii Hosalotn.’ " 

And then followed the date: ‘‘Cbtisimas Eve, 18— 
lo say I w.xs astonished and delighted is to say veiT liti?-'. 
I had thought myseJf forgotten and feu-lorn this Clnn-tnins 
Eye, and o! from the clouds, so lo sar, bod droppetl a 
friend, and a gift. The gift I had dcsir^ 

Now I should know all about my new iiomc and its hi^iorv. 
Iho mdci Of the book assured me of intexest. Jly throe 
aunts took it m turns to read the inscription, and mr-h- 

each their own coimucnts. Nothing maUeid to me. Iw h 

ra^ant and cxc.^. He had not only remembered mo 
Imt he had eignaJiiMd that remembrauee in this charmin*’ 
manner. The book was beautifully bound and ilJustrateir 
kave been so poor after all, I thought to nniif* 

to give a OWMI If it booSw, 

Well. I ■■=i&^liCnil»Owants.to^ctT?r.liof pupil., 
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if he-’, opening a school ” said Aunt Theresa al last. That a 
ihv hcTsent you a present. Rather presuming, considering 
r. know xifi But thero-youTo only a child. 

• wS he call you ‘ the dark Rosaleen ’ t >'• questioned 

Aimt Joanna. ‘‘It sounds famiTar considoring you only 

inido flcquaintanco in tho Gardens to-Uaj. 

" 1 think it’s part of n poem," I said, tiding 
l.'avcs of my new trcasiue, with a misers gloatmg delight. 

worst^skin. You've not c-omc in for the family beauty, any 

" -rrrl.iDS -lie's as wcU witliciit it," snarped Aunt 
Joaifna. " It's little go“'l ‘I'= 

- N^I mranii." vourselt," ivas the siAol.v rejoinder 

franldy. “ I T wi'* '^cn\ froto the room, and 

TVr which honest avowal 1 uas scni iio^ 

‘1' ^:r^‘d a i; 

Tonnd with tho blanket. Ceding I ^^,0 

fortahlc, I took up my boo.., nnu g 
delights it promised. 


eiumii IV. 


SHOM’ISG IKE H.LS VK PACE At;L TH\N 

YHCSB \YE KJ;uV. 

Tue caudlC'Ciicls siJuttei'cd, burnt out, aiid were niilmfl 
until there were no more to light me ou my storied jou) lu \. 

Xo history of .Bath w<w ever com;>il'd that did not ailudi- 
to, or iceoid, the iogcud of its roumirT. ior me lJuit Ic'.i i,'! 
held all tho novelty of tho iuiC'Xi>etUd. and Iho lud-uouu. 
I lud come hero with a sad heart, aud full of rcscaluicut ut 
being toru horn m> beautiful native Iciiid. 1 UkJ pictmnl 
Iho city a£ the dtill, grey, lifeless place 1 hml lirst bch« l<[. 
Uut this day of smishinc and litraiig-.- experiences, had bc< a 
no mean prcivaraliou for tho hUlorie guide by whose aiil 
1 was to learn of association, meiuoiies and intorett that a-; 
oiico lilted the city tVirpliinuele of iiiiporl;uiee. Whether 
thero had ever been a royal'sWluelieid, or wLelher Lhal \.uh 
rncrely mi invcnliou of Goolfiey of Monmouth, matkicd 
little. As little as Komuhw and P.emuH uud the hlie-welf 
Jiiattcr to Koine on her Seven Uilh. conecnicd urn 

. r most was that such a legend sliould have lived and lloun-h.d, 
% ^-Hud become incorporated with these magical healing watciS • 
llie ever-bubbling liot spiings which had so fascinated mo! 
> when I had lirst beheld them crushing from the el'’i>tljs of 
tliQ earth. 

If the sprjjigs were tl.oie, why irA Kh. ,Iud ? Was it imt 
only natural that his graliludc should have taken o&lcjisiblo 
form, and that he had founded a citv io cviuinemoraic lji>' 
marvellous cure? Tho fuithcr cUjnieJes vt his tkslinv 
: were somewhat dhappointiug Hut vaulting ambition had 

S X T ir° inoaaicldfs lung antcce<liiig 

that of Rome or Brilain. I was diaappoinlcd though, on 
learning that oven tho fomiding of hud Town at the mouth 
, of tk rhames. and tho fact of benefiting the ages to come 
by his ^covery of the thenmd springs of Bath did not 
satisfy this aiabitious mooarcL The vcois that should 
jiaro brought w^«n only brought disonutont. His jnaiwl- 
tous ciw find luB mawellous achiepamenU toused in his 
mnr/i ^ OJyini^ ooiupoteQQG. Lcsnei' 

aortoto ought be oontent to foot the ooisiiuou ooith. lio 
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vouKl essay a flight to empyreal regions. He n inged IiiniscU 
for a bold endeavour despite all counsels. Alas! that the 
tiiglit was disastrous as the prophesy. Minerva helped him not, 
tljouph from her temple of wisdom he made the rashattempt. 

1 fi'll asleep that night dreaming of tliis strange old figure-r 
po!-^ed on the tenvple pinnacle of an avenging goddess; eyes 
on the licight?, wings outspread. CojiTidence in his heart, 
and l>e;’.th at his feet. 

tV'lerilv has .set up a statue to his momoiy. It serves 
the purpole of commemoration and warning. 

\-,'iien I woko it wa.s at Bridget's knocking, and dem.aiKl<« 
p.s to how long she was to wait on my .slumbers. I opened 
ski j)V eves to another day of sunshine. Slie pulled up tho 
M ad, and gave mo my first Christmas greetiug. Kind sotil! 
d'lio gicetiiig was accompanied by a p.aeket of sweets, and 
ll,. v'^and my preeious book wanned my heart to its new 
t h\'i/unmenrs, and kept back tho too ready tears tiiat bad 


l-.«i\ so near my eye.?. 

After all, there wore sunflilne. and tljoi’glit and cave for 
me. .'small and unimportant as 1 was! 

1 jumped out of b(<l, and m.ido my simj.lo toilet ha.sli!}’. 

A i^vu-e of duty Jed me to the parlour to give Christmas 
j'U‘ctin".=. Only Aunt .Ioanna was there. Aunt Theresa^ 
was iiAhc kitchen rvs Usual, and Fanny J.^zing in bed ns 
her wont. Aunt Joanna ki«?ed me, and i>io.scnlcd me with 
u ;mill work-box, fitted willi all requk-ites. 

'• TU from us—all jointly,’’ she announced. “ I saw you 

liidn t got such a thing.” 

W hicU was tme, and now that tl.e want had been supphed 
I was net specially grateful, for I hated sew ing, and couklu b 

hem or run a straight scam for any JhV“'3; 

‘•Hurry dorvn now and get your breakfast, said Aunt 
Joanna. “ We’ll all be going to church, and it s gettmg on 

for ten o'clock.” 

Am I to go ?” I enquired. 

U’hy, of course. Y’ou’rc not sucli a heathen as to bo ^ 

n''''lecting service on Christmas Day! 

“ At the Abbey ? ” I asked eagerly. “ Is it there we go ? • 
Where eke t Anyone who’s anybody in Bath goes 
there to Sunday service. Now, give over chattering and 

qiiestioiung, and be off with you.” ... 

^ Service at the Abbey! I kept saying that to mysgH 
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wliile I hastily swallowed my porrldire. I tliould he inside 
that beautiful historic edifice whose history I had gliuipsed 
bclweea the pages of my precious book. 

tVo etarted iu due tune. My small sombre figure n great 
contrast to the fasluonably gowned ond boimeted Mi'Tcs 
L e Suir. They seemed to Imow a great mauy people, judgin'; 
from the bows and greetings that marked our piogres.C 
U'lie Abbey was only some fifteen minutes' walk, but it seeine; I 
to me that all tho town nnist bo wending its way Ihore in 
a procession of Bath chairs. Wo went in at the west jlor.i-. 
and my first impression of the sombre interior was Ics. c-ncl 
by sight of a beautiful etainod glass window facing me, and 
delineating the Life of Christ as shonm by the Gosixds. i^l\- 
eyes kept tviming to it during tho serrice, and I found my \ il 
trying to trace out tho various subjects of which it titrated. 

The organ and the chorLstors represented iny first cxixri- 
once cl a cathedral ritual. The rolling notes* the swell nf 
voices hymning the Nativity affected me almost pMnfullv. 
they toiLsed emotions so novel, ond so vivid; added to 
vhicb music always aroused memories of mv father, .lb- 
bad possessed a beautiful voice and would aeconinanv 
bun^clf on the piano Jiour after hour, holding me cntbmlkd 
and enchanted. Ho Jiad taught mo to piny also, but I felt 
in my own small f:on! that my ambition was so groat and 
my cxeculiou so feeble, there was little hope of mv ever 
aeiiovmg proficicn'’y. But listening to great music‘was u 
dchght, and the anthem held mo spell-bound. 

\\lien the sendee was over I wanted to linger in the 
oxanunc Its monnraeuts, especially those of 
Lishop Montagu and Bean Nash. But my mints would 
not permit this. I guessed their reason when i saw W 

»toL“ to cl™ were waituig io tho 

® ® season’s greetings. Consiiicuous 

HifiTirMt Ho walked down the 

aSs ^ attentions between my 

chTir in S ^^«^cd beside *u 

Brerv^Jrar forth^^ f Bmto ol rooms. Sho to B.otl. 

TUeir friondshm always stayed with my aunts, 

tfiondahip datgd back to years. I was iatrodneed to 
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this liXiiy, aiiJ v-'rajw of wy liietory givcu tO licr, aa 
1 wiUkc'i iJoiig ly Aunt TlitiCEii’e tide. 

I p.viJ little heed to iboin, however. Sfy mijid being 
I'. cupicd Milh A hoi)C that Bomewheie, cinong oil these hues 
and ligoi'CS, 1 might chance to teo tlmt of my friend the 
( liCYftUcr. I did not tlo no, hov.tver. 

When wo reached home, Aunt Thercsfl astomahed me by 
tlio iidoruiution that, bc'ing Chrajtmas Day, I was to dine 
v.ilh the ' F.jly ' in the dining-room at six o’clock. ^ 

■■ liavo you any sort of an e\'cuing frock to put on : 


sho cuquhed. 

I siiook jny head. This one “ he t dru.s and another 
e\(-iv-dey one coinpiiH'd ujy jwsi'iit WdrJi’obe. 

Well, a-i yuu'io ill luouruing it 11 have to do,' ehc said. 
•• Jhft vou ll If n \ciy dowdy iiguic uinong us ulJ. ’ 

All'i* A hciiipt’.v Inuclieon I wondered v^lmt I was to do 
v.itii invacd all ;ho long afternoon. I Innltd at gomg out, 
ii'it Vunt Tli'-rc-a tlci niv forbade it. It .ii>pcurcd that being 
Simdav as lull 43 ChVi^lmas L>ay, come social code of 
.•Li.iucUo Mould be lra‘i>grcs-'cd by idle 'fetrayaguoing. 
\Jy dill V ' to at Lome and read a good book, Imc Uio 
Sunday at ilooic, ’ ami not boiliCT anvonc. ^ 

[ 6..t in the iiaiiour, and did as I wai bidden, until ^lunt 
'J'heusi h.'.d cone to ^h'.•p on the sofa, and Joanna and 
J mmv had i^'tiicHl to do boim-lhing called 'Ciunpuig to 
l!,;;n‘hair. J'licii-how or why I canm/t toU-a sudden 
tiuj-:-ht of the lonely occujiunl of the attJW fli-J^hcd acro.-.s 
me. "I’ocr Givv La-Jy! Hoiv bad a day t us must be for 
he'-' Xo fii'.iid', no pre^rnt , no loiters, no kindly gicetmgtj. 

Instinctively i piaured her up lUero 2 

An impulse came to me to go and see her and ..how sli. 
was nob quite foigoltcu at this feei’->on. ifoiy I Misiicd I 
had something to lake her. even a \ glanced round 

I bo room, ojhI my oyos £<-11 on ft lar;<c lioHy bough, baugjiig 
£icm Cho pos thaudolkr over tho table. 

1 lObo toftly, anJ put down the heavy bound volume of 
tho •• Sunday at Home." 1 climbed up on tho table and 
Bill. s<rmo dihieally imuiapcd to breah oil a tprig of tho 
bciTies, Ttwy looked very bright and pro ty agarat their 
preen Icavca. Wdh ll.ia in my band I .tolo <iuietJy out of 

the room, and up and up the long, long ^^hZh it 
reached the attic landing. .It lookd ycry durl^, though it 
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was not more than four o’clock. No light shone from any 
of the rooms, and the gas above the stairs had not been lit. I 
tried to remember the positionof Ibedoorandknoekedtimidly. 

“ Who is there ? ” came in Iho low flulc-liko tones I 
remembered. 

“ It is I—Rosalccn,” I said. 

There was a pause, then the sound of a key turning in the 
door. It opened and I saw that shadowy grey figiuti outlined 
against tho glow of the fire. There was no other light. 
Over head and face fell the same misty drapery. There was 
nothing terrifying about her now. Her white hand touched 
mine and drew me in. 

“ Welcome,” sho said. “ I was dic.aming a dream of mv 
ohildhood. Of the Child Angel who comes to poor lonely folk 
at Christmas-time, and eases their hearts of some portion 
of their sorrow. And I heard a knock, and—it was you.” 

“I brought you this,” I said timidly, and gave her the 
spray of holly. “ I—I wish it had been something better, 
but I have no money to buy presents.” 

She took tho berries, and looked at them for a long silent 
jnonicnt. ” You thought of me, and brought me this 'i 
And I can’t even—kiss yon.^’ 

She moved towards the fire and drew up a low cushioned 
chair. “Sit there,” sho said, ‘‘for a little while, and let 
U3 talk. I can see you, hut you cannot sec mo. So you mav 
forget that I once frightened you, and think of me onlv a«» '-i 
poor,lonely woman to whom tho Christ-Cliild sent a mok%^c ” 
I sat down, as sho directed, spell-bound bv tho mvsterv 
of this shndoAvy room the tender lines of wall nnd floorin'' 
thrown up by the rosy fire-light, the hundred and one IhincS 
of beauty that surrounded me. Yet over all brooded that 
sense of an meffable sorrow, mingling in mv mind and 

from.the great jar of potpourri on the bookcase. I should 

Z S S “Sht ond dream 

also. But she began to question me, and graduallv I t'.H 

her aU my httlo history and the tragedy loss that had 

left me so alone in the world. She'listened, Tnd svmm^ 

to\oL. 

and fr ®! least, you have a homo, 

and all your life is before you j not behind—as mine ia I !J 
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'lli-'n, villiout warninfr, s<ic siuJdenly struck the lublo 
vitli h(V oiwa iwad in a mad, angry f^Iiion. 

•• <;ck 1 is unjust! 'she cried. ‘'He is cruel! He is inoro 
enu! tlian the J’umvIs Lis cruelty creates! U'lii.t had I 

had I deserved tliat such a fate as tils should 
he uiiiic ? 1 vv.s young, and hoautiful in all men's sight, 
un! {’.dored and beloved! And now—I am hidiono and 
nhiormal. So lep-''!' would be more shunned did I dare 
1 , (hOT this face to the sunlight and the world it gladdens \ 
Oh ! I could ciir.-c fate and life, but wluit use ? use *' 

H.'jfless tools of U'^diny we walk tiiis earth. Be we pure 
j.. -a.AV, and wl-c as god<, we sh;Jl not oscoiie tl'.c Fate 

li.i.t ha to Ir' ! ' , , , 

\ drv, choking sob caught in her Ihrord, and broke up' 

t!i li.o.don uf her wortls into wild weeping. TremWiiig ntul 
(• •'dti- nad, I .<^111 there unlcnowmg whet to do, or soy, uhile that 
oui Imr.-'t la.stcd. But it wa^ hrief. 8he calmed herrclf again. 

• I am fri'd'toning vou. Forgive me, cliild. It is not 
ofl a I mve w.’V like this, but with my lor<t bsouly went 
r!l that “makes life worth living; and Death—oh, Death 
,;ni l ory long enough when we crave his continy. ’ 

Jlowwasit? 1 moan hew did you—lo>je yout bc.'uKy . 

I ft.iiniixaed confirscdly. t i i i i i 

" ITow’ It wr.s fit ft fire—in Puns. T ).»rrfi n^Kocl 

to I K ddc at a Fete rh- rlun itc. got un for the poor soldiers- 
r.nd l!;cir families. The stalls wore all Uimny wooden tbrngs 
Tvi'h pM\zo anil aililiciul flo^rca*^. Just tno 

iilime wa-* mo t crowded, something caught Sro. liou, ov 
JriiV 1 tiall iw-, r know. BaiJc endued. Tire panrted 
e inv.V.cs the hi.m v stuff,=, all lire fooli.h fr ipr« ries that 
Ir d lent a iranri'ut elrarm, were caught mto one bm-rimg 
I venwmber the scurch of ilurnr. the euflocatiorr of 
Mn-d e ; shrieks and and lighliug hnnd-s and (i-amplmg 
{hi 1 . Thai a Ion?, Ion? ‘'p<U of llncoll.-ciori^^(.^^s lo lilo v\v\ 

all tliat meant living. 1 woke to-tliis ! ” 

.-i.e struck her maimM], di.siigurcd fitcc even as -she had 
Ftrii' k the senseless wood, and the sound of the hl')w hurt 
me r-s if it had fallen on my own check. 1 sprai g up and 

thr^'w hesccchhrg arms around her. ^ 

Oi) I don't, don't/ Plea.se, don t! I sobl>od. It is 
t. nil.le, but no one wI>o knew you hforc, would cense to 

love vou bcCRUfiC of it. ’ 
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She rose to her feet, and seized my shoulder?, and I knew 
her eyes were on mo through the cnslirouding vcU. 

“ la that what you think t ” ehe said. “ Is that all you 
know of love ? A man’s lovo ! ” She laughed wildly. 
“ Had I been adored ^er so maclTy before I became like this, 
I had but to show this scarred unsightly thing tliat is me, 
and my lovers would have fled in honor, t was wiser*. 
I let them think mo dead. Nono who had ever koo^m mo 
would ever have recognized me. I told my secret to but 
one, and he has never seen mo as I am now. But sinco 
life had to be lived and supported, I had to got means to 
do it. He lent mo money, and got mo work. I camo 
to this country and to tliis torni where none kuow mr-, and 
I need Ituow no one. Here I have lived and worked and 
tried to forget that tho world ever knew me ns famous and 
beautiful and beloved. Yet there are times when I think 
I shall go mad for very loneliness of my miserable fato» 
1 thought so to-day—before you knocked at that door, anci 

your ^ ^ 

-g-Udd cillY she l.-pHt and thrrw Lh rr arms ro und mp . I felt 
t]^tojy_bcatm^Uier. heart, t]»n ot her 

entreaties. I 

uoiUd’ come to her often, every doy. I would brine h^'i- 
news of the outside world from which she had shut hereolf 
hhe should not be alone any more. I was so sorry for her 
Oh I so dreadfully, dreadfully sony I I had never thoiiaht 
of such suffering as this; of a fate so cruel. All loVn^nd 

S: H almost tsIgnSrl 

even one old-fashioned and nrecTcio^ns as mS 

ca,p .ho ended tho.sccno aeTb™;S“a?itTd 000^7^ 
I woX-'“V 

of the life beyond ^ ® sombre prose 
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f-nAPTER V. 

1 rJLT^TAKT: OF 1 ATTT'DTN'NT.n AND r-IFPO\*r, ANT) AM 
IMPROVtJD BY TllK CCOASIO'. 

T PTT-JiBM-n ilov.n, ami into my own room, and lit my candle. 

u d no idea of Ihc time, but I thought I would my 
{ ini' nnd hands and tidv my hair so ns to be readv for diunoi. 
"‘Tly tSc ;as cmVJnly not festive, but that w^ no 
fudr of mine I unloosened the two heAVv plaits and 
! A,fd tluuu out. I noticed that the ends fell into a sorb 
,!rw'ivv C'lii ti;at looked far prettier than the stiii* plaits 

on .de.^ In tu relt " 

Ih-'wn hr^i*'and tied at the nape of t!ic neck with | 
l.vo“'lhis new niMlc of mjuic was the only contribution I 

j'ine’rmuiil.^tiing linirbinu toiieiics to the prenaiatious. 

■I I,ey Cicliiiniou at 'TE!'™ ' „ , s„re, 'tis a sliarao 

“S 

“ It looks But thcre-s soiiioll.i.iR 

r. "■ ;k;.-C a a... . 

let VO wear it ..o. wanted a quarter of six. “ Oh, 

., ■ 1 ..b■■ 

then it'll bo too f "sa eiiteroil. I tremUea tor tlio 
.crJiel h""^ 'vas'too interested in the table and 
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sideboard and the getting out of decanters to notice me. 
I crept into a comer by the firo and waited the entrance of 
tho others. Aunt Theresa was attired in a low-necked gown 
of stiff grey moire antique; very fine and imposmg pho looke d. 
Aunt Joanna rustled in five minutes later. She wore a black 
silk dress with white lace, and many jet bugles and fringes. 
Fanny, who came in last, was attired in a light blue silk, 
rather tho worse for wear, but lavish, in its display of the 
famous neck and arms for wluch tho ladies Le Suir were 
renowned in family annals. Her skin was dazzingly while 
and smooth, and the crimping process had softened tho hair 
above tho somewhat hard outline of her brows. She raadc^ 
a very effective picture, and my young eves were not skilled 
111 detecting how much of the effect was duo to art. and 
how much to nature. They were all too full of themselves 
to notice mo, ontil Mickey went out to ring the dinner-bell. 
Anon Aunt Fanny's eyes fcU on me* 

Where’s Rosalecn to sit ? 

They aU turned. There was a simultaneous cry. “Wliv' 
what m the world has the child done to herself ? ” * * 

hair,’>^^6aid Fanny, and gave a vicious tug at 

one of the curls. A nice sight you're made of yoiirsoif: ’ 

a ^ SO bad,” said Aunt Joanna, differing as 

a pnuit of conscience from her sister ® 

Tl ^ Aunt 

Iliorcsa. But perhaps no one will notice.” 

ffot off,” said Joanna. “What a lot you've 

funr”“ claborato chignon scorn- 

novelty!” “ thaCs any 

‘‘ niisii-hcro they come ! ” said Aunt Theresa. 

KwF llo'r SLb fir?’ 

took Ki nSt them, and 

and an equaUy stou^i^ddlf ^ddJe-aged gentlem.m. 

followed* Then a T complexion, 

earnt lator that «t '^S^'^ted young lady. I 

tor that she was companion to the stout ‘dark 
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\^liO'e luisl-junl liad recently rctire<l f 2 o?n the 
Indian Civil Scrvii’c, Avith an enlarged linr and a ])fn.sion. 
ffy place being bc.siUc the “ ringlets,*’ wo drifted into 
conversation. 

I noted iLat Aunt I’hcresa took the head of tlic table, 
vilh the General at liev right hand. Aunt Joanna vas at 
t ho foot, and Aunt Fanny was beside the sickly looking youth. 
I learnt that the two old ladles were his maiden aunts, and 
thot he had been brought to Bath for the waters. lie was 
a vietiin to indigestion and rhcuinatii-m. Vilien wc were 
ail seated the General pronoOnced Grace much as if ho 
were giving a cavalry order to (he Almighty. That done, 
the soup wa.s handed round by Mickey with considerable 
clattering of plates, and a veiy ct ident displ.iv of ncrvonsne.ss 
on the part of the ladies as he hovered near their shonlderv. 

When he cainc to mo he wlnspered—Ye’ll have some, 
mias ? It's foitie an’ flavoursome to-night. ’ 

Tlien ho lloiiped down the plate, and retre.^ted to arm 
himaelf v.ith the decanters. 

“ Sherry wine, .'or ? Sherry wine, ma’am ? ' weiU round 
the board, as rapidly as bim.se!f. Again familiarly indiicetl 
a caution to me. Don’t yc bo bavin’ iny; ’lis a bad 
liabit, but moighfy bolpfu’l to ihcumatiz; bringa it out, .so 
they .scz.” 

1 sliould*Iil.c' to Iiavc laughed, but a sense of being in 
grouTi-up company rcstr.aineel me. 

It w.as then that tfio young lady n itii the ringlets addressed 
me. “ You arc a stranger, I think ? I have not seen you 
here before.” 

I assumed an air of polite condec^cension. “I arri\Td 
a few dav.s ago—from lad.ind. I am. a nicce of the Mi^.s 

J.e Suir’s!” , „ 

“ Oh—indeed. Arc you juakinc a long flay m 11,'(h ? 

“I hardly J:now—yet. It will dcj^iul on whcilicr it 
agrees with me.” 

She gaa*c me a q\ii<k stni)ri^cl glance. 

‘‘I trust you not an invalid? ’ fhe said. “Or A 
victiiii to one of those di.^resfing complaints that bring 
i)cop!o here ? '* 

" Do people only come to R.dh vhen they have di?tre.«s'n’ 
complaitds ? ' I a.* kerb '• Wouldn t they come on account 
cl itself ■( :i 
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“ Well,” she simpered, “ it is not the centre of fashion any 
loDger. Wo have no dear Beau Nash lo give lustre to tbo 
Assemblies. No Sheridan and Linleys, and Quins and 
Fiddings. Royalty honours Bath no longer. Our last 
Royal visitor was Princess Victoria, when sho ojx*ucd tlio 
Park that bears her name. 1830. Bear, dear, quite a long 
time ago 1 ” 

“ Before our time,” I said gravely. 1 thought it was due 
to my first appearance in public to aisuiac “grownup'’ 
* manners. 

“You are a very quaint child,” she answered, tliivking 
back her ringlets in ah engaging fashion. ‘’Of course, it 
was before our timeJ Bath—to us—must liavc Iciu non- 
existent.” 


This was bettor than I could do. I therefore pre.-ervod 
n discreet silence. I was formulating anolher siiilallo 
nimounccment. 

*■ You know the Bladud legend, of tourco 'I " ^va.s niy 
next venture. 

“ ” She looked puzzled. 

“ Bladud—the ICing. His clatuo is in the King's Bath. 
Set up in 1099.” 

*• How interesting! You arc up in Bath liislory, I sec V ” 
When ono lives in a place it is as well lo Lnow'somcthiii" 
about it,” fras my rejoinder. ^ 

I crmnbled brcacTTftTK'Wcuo mdilTcrcuce, and watched 
the Ganeral takmg wine with Aunt Theresa. A clutUr at 
the door and suppressed voices indicalbd the arrival of tl-o 
second course. Presently Mickey Donovan appeared carre-ing 

ThMeL*°*^ ^ deposited before Aunt 

ho juggled with plate, sauce-boat, and 
potato-dish commanded my admiration. No ono had to 

» Mckey Ecrved tlicm all was 

a mj^tery. My new fnend went on complacently. 

IrisS'"'' ^ ^ ^ 'vcio 

^ shouldn’t Uve here I ” I 
■“ Ton are a quaint thing I ” aUe gigglei “ Of course not. 
la can'ing everyUdag oS the tahle was not thoo 


ss 
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I only meant I lliought you were a visitor. Havo 3*011 been 
to iho Pump Room^ yet? ’* 

" Xo,” I suid. “ I have a groat <lcal to see. But I am 
clik'fly inteiv*tc(l in (lie—tiiciiuA^ springs.” 

Again slie staiv'J. Oh—3-es, of course, ‘ bLc said vagur ly. 

'• ANliat is yonr complaint ? ” 

I soarcli''‘J my memory ami my giaiilc book. What had 
T r'Md about iJ«joplc taking the waters for ? Ah—gout, 
and rhciiin...ti'!‘ii! t made a ras.u choice, having had no 

piactioa! exofii-iiec to guide me. ^ 

-Gout,” f said. I have poreun/al altaoks. I Ledevo 

tills famed BclljesJa will relieve them." 

- Ooiil / ■' s)ie cchocii “ Do you really sr.iTcr from that? 

.1 1 I •» l-_ .-j; ^ A ATxl .*» I . A ll«A 


“ Xot for you, !.c A\JlL>iXICU* oon v ivnn i. 
lie vani-l.cd, and 1 went o.u crumbling biead, and invoiitin 

eonvcrsatlun. , , 

- Tlicro arc two foiui' of—of ibe alTtictioii, 1 b.' •k'Vo. One 
e.tta-ks (lie cM. and llie other the young, htino Is tlio 
latt' r sort, but, as rickwick said, it’s cl'.ronic. ’ 

"Blc'-s iiiv sold!*’ exclaimed the young lafl.v, shaking 
her linglets’likc a peal of soimdlc^ bclis- " I neaor did 
li-^ar su. h talk from a child! W’hy. how old arc ycu . . 

• Twelve—at present," I added. 

One would think you were a humVed. Have you read 

Dielccns too, as well as—I forget the name - 

-Blidud, Ihc royal swineherd, aneim.'.ids Ivn.o of 

Britaiu, ’ 1 infonned her. . 

” 0 !i, yes! I must find out all about hun. Ill go to 

’dc-ehen's. That's the place for ii.foiuiatiou about BiUh. 

“ you've nut lost much time, she sauk 1 sn]>posv. you 

cre fond of reading 1 ” . 

-1 love it beyoud everything. 

‘ How very strange. I like a good novd but the dry 

sorb-history, antiquity, gcojogy-l - I 

•‘Tve never read a novel—yeWs-vpt ' . . 

confos-sed. " Papa said there was uo use m wasting ment.d 

force on the unrealities of life. ’ 
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<‘I suppose tliats wliy you’re 80 ~ ’ She hesIlutcJ, ll.cn 
added—“ Olddasliioned ? ” 

“ la it old-fashioned to like scnsillc tbinRs ? 

*• When one is young one should i»c young. Life ages ui 
, 60 on enough.” 

She sighed and cast a sentimental glance at the youth 
opposite, who seemed nervously apprehensive ol Funny's 
bluudisluncnls. 

“Who is that?" I asked. “Beside my aunt? Tho 
pretty one.” 

“ la she considered—pretty ? 

“ Don’t you think she is V ” 

“ Oh, my dear.” she said, with an affected giggle. “ Never 
osk one woman’s opinion of another’s beauty. l\'c arc tho 
worst judges in the world." 

*■ Why should we ho ? " 1 demanded. “ .Surely, a woman 
knows more about a woman than a man docs V " 

•• That is just why she should never judge her looks.” 
“Because—sho knows so much about them?" 

“ Exactly. A woman’s looks arc dependant upon varloua 
e'reumstaaccs. per urcss, her health; her mode of hail - 
dressing; her skill in assisting natnro’s dcliciencics. The 
famous beauties of Bath owed a great deal to their period. 
It happened to ho a very becoming one. Fowder, paint, 
patches, hoops, nud costume generally were six'ciully chanu- 
ing. The advent of Beau Nash was not only u henelit to tin- 
city, but an era of taste and splendour that we cannot hclj> 
envying in every production of Sheridan, or Goldsmith. If you 
arc so fond of history’, read thc'ir’s. It is more convincing 
and I should say more a nlhcntl o than your ‘ King Bladud.’ 1 
The entrance of the fiukoy distracted my attention. 1 
noted also that there was a brief discussion going on between 
Aunt Theresa and tho General. It resulted in a change of 
seats. She declaring he must be the carver as the bud was 
beyond her powers. 

.. Ireland,” she informed tlio table goncrallv, 

J here B no finer Ikds bred and ivarcd than the Inlh 
t-irkoj-s! 


“Except the pigs,” said the 
with jocose flourishes. 


General, sharpening Ills knlfo 


1 'u General, yon will have vour joke I Well, 

111 leave tho ham to answer for itself." ' 


■10 
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She glanced do^rn to the foot of the table where n, noble- 
l-jokiii" and gaily decorated ham was placed before Joanna. 
IL <appe<aicd that she was an excoHcnfc carver, and I watched 
her .adiniringly. as the pink waFi-Iike slices were placed 
upon the plates. 

The turkey amply jusliiicd its birthplace, .and was un- 
"rndgingly pronounced one of the very best they had ever 
uistcd. °lly Ricnd of the ringlets ate her portion with kwn 
.''pprcciation. I w^s given only an infinitesimal slice, 
stlasoncd by a Iiint from Jfiekey— "T.ikc earc now, or 
vc’ll be liavin’ the iiidyjcstKhun. Tlierc'e anotber coone 

to follow!'’ , , 

Conversation with my neighbour w.as suspended until wo 
h.ad left our plates empty: Then I ventuicd to ask Miss 

Ringlets her name. , 

“Its Walcott,” the aiiswrrecl rer.dily. OcncMcvo 


pretty1 cx.laim-d. “And arc those your 

n’.imma and papa, next jou V 

•‘Ah«, no! =■ she sighed. “ 1 am an orph.m I .am poor 

dependent on tl.e dmii'y 

live with a friend of my lamented raothet e. She has gi\ 
me a homo in coariderution of my ]>crformmg various dutK^, 

such as reading aloud, pl.aymg on 

lielniu" lo llnirii her Ikrlin woolwork when she geU tired 
l:f ^ She said this in a wry low voice, so as not to be 

overheard by the lady in qnosrion, who ^ 

Ik- ) “ Wo come to Rath every year. The .Tudge s a great 

MifiVrer. He takes all the treatment. Houch^ uud ripour, 
p. Idrs having to drink a ee.tain quantity of tbo water. 

,;,d-co„.cnienM«r ^ 


'Tpit l:l.o cm rccivin. n f nerd inUodnete. T know 
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“Go to scliool, I supiicise. Xothing is decided yet,” I 
ans\rcred. 

Tlierc .'VTO cxccllcTit scltool?) .'•-t P.ith, nn'J teaelicrs too 
for laiigviages, music, dancing. Can you dance ? ” 

I sliook iny head.- "No. I liavo never been tauglit.’ 

“ Oil, you must learn. A girl who can’t dance is no use in 
society. Besides, you will bo crown up in a few years, and 
have to come out. Thcio is no bettor place for a first season 
than Bath. The Kills at the As'iembl/ P.ooms are patronixcl 
by (lie best county jicopic, as w^I .is tlieb .it London visitors.” 

I ashed if Bho uas going lei the New Veai's Ball. She 
sighed mounifully. 

“No, my dear, I never g.o to ball?. Mrs. Racklmra-l'itlH-' 
doe.sn’t like me to be oat in the evenings, and she won't 
accept any invitr.tions except to a card party.” 

“That is hard for you.” I said. 

“ It is the penalty of bc'uig a forlvmcljss orphan,’’ sho 
answered. 


“ My two auntsO arc going,” I informed her. “ I om 
longing for the night. I shali sec them dreased in their ball 
dresses. I have never seen anyone dvc.iacd for a ball. Only 
in picture!.” 


” Wlinfc arc they going to wc.tr ? ” she asked. “ Do you 
know ? ” lier voice was nlmo.it eager. 

I told her. iSIic looked critically at Fanny. 

” White silk is very trying after one’s jircmurc jcuncssc," 
she said. 


I wondered what that was, but did not wish to betray 
ignorance by asicing. I coutontocl myself by saying Fanny 
bad a beautiful skin. 

‘‘Not had for a brunette,” w.an the reply. “But sLo 
powders drca<luilly. And I don't admire Iho way she doe."! 
Iich Lair. Do advise her to let Halt's of the Corridor do it 
for her. Uo can drcs.s ha'r, cv^ when it’s poor mid skimpy.” 

I w.as not learned cnoiigli in the art of innuendo to criticize 
the latter portiom of this speech. To my thinking Aunt 
Fanny’s hair looked mucli more luxuriant than did Miss 
Walcott .H. But I kept eilenee. Her attention was neftv 
claimed by aomo remarks of the old Judge. 

Meanwhile, Mickey was again clearing of! platc.s and 
, dishes, and a noise of voices outside io the h-all set mo won¬ 
dering os to nhat Bridget was dong there. My curiosity 
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w.vj SAti.sfiecl by tlift rcApiw.'iranco of Mickey bearing aloft 
a giant plum-pudding, all ablazo na iu duty bound, and 
decorated with a eprig of holly. It was a noblo sight, or j| 
so I thought. I had never seen such a pudding. The General 4 
rose and gave the seat of honour once .again to Aunt Theresa, 1 
as it was placed upon the table amidst general hilarity. 
The blue flames rose and twisted, and indulged in all sorts 
of vagaries before finally permitting themselves to be ; 
extinguished. Then Aunt Theresa proceeded to dispense 
.slices to the waitmg guests. A very infinitesimal ono was 
• >:poeiallv relegated to me, accompanied by another whisper 
from Mickey. “Says it’s too rich for children, she doc?. 
Ate it slow now, an’ ’twill seem more.” \ 

*• Delicious !’’ murmured Mbs Walcott. “I always do - 


say that the cooking in this establishment is first cla&s.” 

EdulU’ihmo'.t sounded oddly to niy cars. I wondered 
what she meant ? To conceal my ignor.ance I busied myself 
with the fHidding. It deserved Miss Walcott’s commenda¬ 
tion. ar, did the mince pies that followed. Then came a 
pause vvliile Mickey removed tlio cloth and placed walnuts 
and apples and ^ied fruits on tho i)oIished mahogany. 
Decanters in silver “runners” were then <lejK).sitc<I at the 
corners of the table. The ubiquitous servitor witljdrcw, 


and general hilarity reigned. 

The General rose to his gouty feet and proposed a toxst. 
“ .•\l>.sent friend-s, wliercver they bo! ” Tho wino went 
round. Glasses were filled, a sm.all modicum of port bomg 
poi:rcd into mine by Aunt Joanna, who was near enough 
to sec that I dichi’t drink it. In f.act, I had much ado to 
keen back the emotion roused by tho toast. All whom I 
most loved weie indee,d absent. Gone to a land too fat 
di.-;taat for rcturti. Tho thought w.as too bitter for Buch 
li 'bb treatment. I shr.ank back in my ebair, aud tried to 
keep the teai-s from my eyvs. Fortunate-ly no one noticed 
me, or .spoko to me, and gradually I recovered. 

It would never do. I kept saying to myself, to cry like a 
eilly ba’oy at my first grown-up dinner party. 

'I’he first tiling that rou.sed me was « laint explosion pro- 
’ ducccl by llio pulling of a “ cracker.” Tho feat was per¬ 
formed by Aimt F.anny and the sickly youth amidst much 
lauditcr and scrc.aming. Others followed suit, bmall 
fn^ieuts of paper were looseuc-d from these e.xploaiva 
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missUcs, and seized with avidity by tbe ladma. who read 
them out, or handed them coyfy to tljctf Tlie 

General and Aunt Theresa were very lulanous over their s. 
The sickly youth seemed in the throes of bashful agonj. 
Miss Walcott offered one to me, but was so giggly and nervous 
that we only succeeded in breaking tho paper coyer, bbo 
pounced on sweet and motto, and giggled more than ever. 
The General insisted on hcarmg what amused her. Iho 
paper was passed round, and finully read by tho General. 

Oh! Tliou so fair 

T lift 


Thy sweetheart, atvect. 

Ah ! Fly with me. , i. i , i 

The blushes and simpers of the fair recipient of tins bold 
declaration were a source of genial banter henceforth. Iho 
^General declared it was a prophetio' incidcnt.^^ Tho old 
Judge was of opinion that “ srveeta to tbe sweet might ns 
well be “ fair to the fair.” Could anything bo fawer than 
those fairy rin'glcts of Genevieve s. Groat applause greeted 
tho witticisms, and incited other attempts at -even worse 
puns. But everybody laughed, and no one criticized. 

Then Aunt Theresa rose, and tho other ladies followed her 
'■ ’example end,-mamballcd by Aunt Joanna, we in.arcbcd 
upstairs to the drawing-room. At the door Aunt Theresa 
turned. “ Don't be too long. General,” sho said. 

Then she noticed me as 1 lingered doubtfully at tho foot 
of the staircase. ” Run along to bed, now,” she said. 
.“ You’re not wanted in tho drawing-room.” 

“Mayn’t I stop just ton minutes, till tho gentlemen 
come up ? ” I entreated. " I’ve never seen the di-awing- 
toom yet’b 

“ Qii—^wcll, you may,” sho said indulgently. “ As it’s 
Christma.s night. I’ll not bo too strict.” 

So straightway we went upstairs and into a long narrow 
room with three windows looking on the street. A great 
glass chandelier bung in tho centre, its light falling on chairs 
mid settees' of red damask with gilt backs, and antique 
- oabinets of cliina in comers. Abo a piano with a very 
high back, and vc«y yellow keys, and a pile of music set 
atop of it. 

I had heard none for long, and went up to examine tho 
collection. “ Hcccs'” of the florid-school by Sidney Smithi 
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and BrinlfV RickavdB. . A number of sonw with floral title- 
inigea; a great deaj of dance music. Fanny camo to my 
bide, nnd snatched tbera from my hand. “ What aro you 
meddling with my music for ? ” she demanded. “ It’s time 
, you were in bod.” 

“ Is it your music ? ’ I asked. “ I wouldn't have touched 
it had I known that-” 

‘ Impudent bratl” sho muttered. “I wonder Theresa 
l“t you come in here. Such a sight ns you look! All that 
black mop hanging about j-ou! A perfect nigger I ” 

“ Niggers have short woolly luair, ’ I corrocfled. “3Iino is 
clo^ra to my waist. Is your’s ? ” 

Sho flashed a furious glanco .at me. 

‘ Miss Walcott says you don’t dress it becomingly,” I 
'' ^cent on. “ You ought to go to Mr. Halt—the hairdresser 
in the Corridor.” ' ‘ 

*‘ Miss Walcott be d-d for her impudcnco ! ” said Aunt . 



Fanny. , , , 

I drew back a pace—.'dioekcd. ‘*I thought only dioukcn 

men swore V ” I said. “Not ladies.^’ ^ 

‘•111 do something more than swear, if you dont givo 
over cheeking me,” she said fiercely. “Detestable little 

1*1 ig that you aro! ” ^ , l\ 

I made no respoiisc. I turned and went OiF to the other 
C'.d of the room, where I was seir.cd upon by tho Misses 
CuHer. They wer« from London, they told mo, hut worn 
wintering in Bath on account of their uephew* extreme 

“Poor darling Adelphus! H® i3 all we have, said tho 
eldest Miss Cutler. 

*• Yc?, W 0 nrc dcTOtcd to Lint,*’ echoed the second, (iddrcsscu 

as Elba. (The other was Ellen.) r • i 

I politely hoped that Bath would be as beneficial to 
Adolithua as to l*rincc Bladud of ancient fame. It appeared 
they also knew nothing of tho Royal Kwineberd. They had 
(lipped into Bath history no further than Ralph AUen of 

Prior Park and “ Sham Castle *’ fame. ^ 

“Sham Castle” attracted me at once. Whero was itT 
Wlio lived there ? Alas 1 Alas! for my fairy edifice scon 
ftfar on tho heights surrounding tho city. , r * 

That charming etracturo I had noticed when I made first 
acquaintance with Sydney Gardens was indeed nothmg but 
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B sham. In return for the Bladud legend -I was giTon an 
authentic account of Ralph Alien and his eighteenth* 
century exploits. But the good man fell in my estimation 
from the moment I learnt that v anity alone was responsible 
for tho erection of this battlementcd wall. He had built 
~ j, it in ord^ to improve tho view from bis own town mansion 
in the North Parade. It was of no use, though a first-rato 
deception, for all new-comers to Bath took it for a real 
stnicturc. My disappointment must havo been Bclf-erfdont/* 
for Miss Eliza patted my hand in kindly sympathy. “ I felt 
just the same, my dear,” sho said So mueb so,” that 
nothing wll induce mo to visit tho place.” 

"I’m told its a stiff clifflb,” said Miss Ellen. 

Then Aunt Theresa swept up, and said I must go to bed, 

I Wished my new friends good night, and thus ended my 
first Christmas Day in Bath. 

Alas! My experiences of life were to be ampIiCed by 
Her and worse deceptions than that of "Sham Castle.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

WnICH MV EDUCATION PBOMTSES TO BE A NOm. ONE. 

I WAS too excited for sleep. Resules, lb was only eight 
o'clock. I took out my precious book, and lumwl to “ Sham 
Ciwtle.” It faced me in nil the mcdi.vv.al iinportouco of 
design, looking even more solid on the page titan it had done 
a'Minst the background of blue sky and green liili-side. I 
read the story of its founder, that prominent figure in tlie 
history of Bath, friend of pocU and writers, entertainer of 
royalty and rank. The man who from a Post OITico cK-rk 
rose to wealth .and eminence, and amassed a fortune from 
those wonderful freestone quarries which did so much for 

tlie financial benefit of the tomi. 

3Iv interest grew the more I read. I felt glad I liad come 
to what seemed to me the most historically iutcre^ting city 
in England. TIkj wi-iter of these records was an enthusiast. 
Ho was so in lovo with bis subject that he lavislicd on it 
not. only eruiUlion but i>ootic imagery, and ronmntjo em- 
l.cnisbment. He took me l»y stoVoi. I went lo sleep witli 
that preciou.s book under my pillow and dreamt of a city 
of Temples ruled by the Cods of old. A j)lwo so wondrous 
aud BO beautiful that nothing out of Drcanilaud could bavo 

rivalled it. , t 

I woko up happier for the dream, and with a sense ct 

interest aud excitement in my new life that prored I was 

still young. Before my sleepy cye.s were qmto leady to 

open I heard a monotouous voice chanting at my dooi lo 

this effect; 

The wran, the wi’an, 

The king avail birds, 

f^aint Stephen's Day was c.iught in the furze. 

Altho’ he is little, 

Hw family's groat. .... 

So up, Miss Rosalccn, an give us a IraK 
“Brid.rcf •' I called, with delight at the fam.har worde. 
How ofUni I had heard them in my Irish 

-It’s not Bridget,” said Mickeye voice. tuc Mrs 

Posaleen. I tliought ’twould rcmuid yo av tho ould times. . 
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“ So it docs, Micl{e3%” I answered. “ But I’m sorry I 
can't give you a ‘trate.’ I’ve no money.” 

“Arrab, now don't 30 bother 3Tr bead about that, Miss 
Rosaleen. I didn't do it for money. Sorra a bit! Jist 
to remind ye av the dearouldcountliry weVe left behind us.” 

“Thank you,” I said. “I'll be getting up now. What 
sort of a day ? ” 

“ Rainin’ it be. Dlvil take it, for I was gctlin’ a holiday. 
But where’d I bo goin’ wid meself at all, an’ the heavens 
nothin’ but a waterspout.” 

“ Perhaps it'll dear up by and by,” I said cheerfuOy, 
for, strange to 6a3% my own mood ^ 7 a 3 almost cheerful. A 
sense of good things to come was lifting m3' 3'oung soul to 
hopeful anticipation. Perhaps the Santa Claus of my book 
would call to-day. He had said “ after Christmas.” I dis¬ 
missed Mickey, who left a can of hot water at my door (to 
save bis aunt the stairs,.he informed mo). Then I rose and 
made my simple toilet. As I brushed out my thick hair 
I remembered the opinions on its arrAngement, and deemed 
it more prudent to go back to the “door-knocker” style. 

The rain was heating dismally at my small window. Tho 
wind howled round tho liouTcT' “ No going out to-d:w,” I 
thought. Bnt.at least I had my book, and there would bo 
the dressmaking to watch. Fanny had .talked of “ ma¬ 
chining” her seams. I'wondered what that was. I had 


not scon a sev.’in^ machine except in newspaper advertise¬ 
ments. I was iutorcfitcd in discovering how one worked. 

As soon os breakfast was over I went up to tho littio 
parlour. A bright fire burned in the grate; the table was 
covered with ashcet, and^^toneond stood the rowing machine, 
ready for work. I examined it curious!}'. It seemed 
ex,tiao_rdinaTy that it was capable of sewing up scam^. My 
mvestigations were intemiptcd^by Aunt Fanny.' Tbc was 
evidently in one of her v(;ryn\-or3t tempers. She fiew at mo 
like a fuiy for “daring to touch her machine.” ' 

I denied having done more than look at it, bulf only 
recwvcd a violent push, and an injuneVon to take myself 
and my ugly face out of her sight. The argument that 
followed was no credit to either of us, but fortunately Aunt 
Joanna came m, and put an end to it. 

Iho do 
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A few sUterlj comjJimciits follovred> en'iing In a dispute 
M te who had erst right to the machine. The arguraent 

CTcw heated. I leamt that Aunt Joanna s “old rag had 

been lying by in a drawer for years, and that Fanny hcrecK 
had refused to have it made up oyer and oTcr again, ibe 
material was unfashionable and unsemceable. Aunt Joanna 
was of a different opinion. The dress would look os good 
as Fanny's when it was finished. Thank goodness she wasn t 

''^Sny^A^nt Joanna took up her place at the end of the 
table os^ her materials were ready hasted to begun .and 
llaiiny’s were nets This arrangement enabled me to watch 

tlio i^rformance as wcU as give some smaU 
the Smsy stuff from the carpet. I w.as also entrusted wit! 
Ibo S of taking out the basting threads from fimshed 
sc'mf I w«3 etai enjoying a so.® of intercstod unportance 

I started; my face one crimson glow. Faimy scuea 
the card and read it: 

“ Tnfi Chevai-IER O’SHAtrcinrEssY, 

" Legion d’Houneur. Paris. 

.. Who in the name of wonder is it ? ” sho oiclaimo.f. 
-rtoow.” I said proudly. “I was eaiKctmg h.m to 

“"'Oln woro yon I ” she sneered. “^ 
ro^ift's the sldTLhing beggar I saw wa.hh.g 

with you ! ” With a loss of the head I 

.,,Utrrr.Sng oTX;u I might have made, hut 

“You're sure it was ^ teU yer Aunt Thercsii; 

“ Mo wurrd on that m^s. ^ orders. 

ay it's a point o oU^ "i^rrsf this lime of the 
I'm not ®h,S^s^o harm to intermate there's to 

,^omm. stop Miss Fanny’s f Ff r*.V, 

sTl w^t «p into the dining-room, and beheld tha 

Chevalier. 
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A gloriflctl and transformed CheTaiicr, shaven and shorn 
fl T>fl resplendent of costume. A being at once picturesque 
and poTIld as'bccamc the prospective fo\indcr of an educa¬ 
tional estaljli.'^hmcnt for yonr.g ladies. Ho greeted me 
effusively. I stammered out thanlcs for his g'ft, and my 
(Teliglit at receiving it. Then Aunt Theresa bustled in, 
looking as baudsomc and Trell-gnrbed as <if the kitchen and 
herfielf were distant acquaintances. 

I filiould like to give a full description of this momentous 
interview, but at this distance of tirao I could not do it 
justice. I have only a vivid remembrance of a propos.al 
put-to my aunt, and seconded, amended, and carried by the 
proposer, all in a grandilonuont fantastic fashion that left 
me brcatldess. The words and sentences rolled .■’ud tumbled 
and sp.arklc(l, “sounding and bounding and founding, 
clattering, h.'ittcring, .^nd shattering,’’ until any opposition 
my j>oor bcwildOcd aunt bad been inclined to make was 
swept away au.d hurled beneath them. 

Tlic College was to all intents and purposes founded and 
established iu perpetuify. The bc.autifiJ Miss Le Suir was 
at once its p.atfOncss and ahna tnatcr. Her ch.anuing niece 
its first and most promising pupil. Such an iuTtilution of 
in.'lniction and aocojuplishmcnts had surely never existed 
-(ancl, as .a faetjhiorer did exist) .<’.70 in the Chevalier’s own 
brain. But lie made us see it as distinctly as Ralph Allen 
made posterity an eye-witness to that artificial impostuio 
of his “ b'hnin Ca Uc.” He was at once persuasive and com¬ 
pelling. Before he left us that morning I was admitted to 
his iion-csistcnt Academy as its firbt pupil on specially 
favourable terms—payable in wlvanco—with proviso on 
"a quarter's notice cf removal should ludoresceu circum;;tancc3 
necessitate suoji a misfortune. 

“But they will not prove so unkind,” ho said, that 
wondeiful smile of his illumWng eyes and face like sunshine. 
“It will be my happy task to instruct my ohurming pupil 
in all matters appertaining to the mental and moral status 
of her charming sex. All the wonders of Time and Life 
lie at the feet of learning. Those who conquer worlds may 
die. Those who conquer wisdom shall live for ever! ” 

Aunt Tlicrcsa was undoubtedly impressed. Besides—the 
terms of the Chevalier's 'Academy were lower than those of 
the High School. That waa a consideration. It was 
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arranscd, therefore, that I should commence n\y studies 
in n fortnight’s time; the first term to bo paid ia advance 
on the opening day. 

‘‘There is also a question of school hooks, and small 
accessories,” insinuated-the ChcTalier. “A little personal 
outlay that finds me—for the moment—only for the moment 

—whiit one may term short of funds. • If I might suggest-” 

‘•Oh—of course!” exclaimed Axmt Theresa cheerfully. 
” I quite understand. Instead of buying books and 
slates and things-” 

“Exactly, my dear Madam. Qiute a small sum—4 

so\*creign, or two ? Ample.” 

•• I will fetch the money,” she said, and left the room. 
He turned to me. “Are we content?” he nsked. 

I expanded into smiles. “ I am, I said. You see, I 
have always been taught by a man, ever since I could read. 

Naturally. I like them best.” .i 

“Tliey will repay the compliment, he said, m time. 

” And—where is tho Academy to he ? ” I asked ingenu- 
onsh'. ” Because I shall want to find my way to it.” 

“ Ah.” He reflected a moment; bia eyes on tho door. 
‘•That, of course, has to he considered. I have tlmught 
of temporary premises until such limo as—.as I can secure 
tlio requisite accommodation. A site, or for the matter 
of that a building already equipped ami suitable is not to 

be found just at onc-^. However—" 

He placed a card on the table before me. A card written 

nnd orniinent ed in fine pcninandiip. It set forth: _ 

Aesdemy oj Ivstriidion 
for the 

Ui'pher Alls and Accornpllshnwits. 

; Lady Pupils taUn. Languages by proficient Professors. 

‘ Dramv.g, Music, Science, and Philosoidiy. 


Vrincijyal: 
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I read this wouderingly. “ I thought the Academy was 
to be iu Bath ? ” I said. 

He smiled. " You have not dipped f^r into your chronic!© 
of tile city, or you would have Icnown that Ahomauccastcr 
is the ancient name of Bath. In other words, ‘ the city of 
the sick man.’ ” 

“ But where is the Via Roma ? ” I asked, for I had studied 
the map. 

“ I will show it you,” he said. “ Topographical description 
is never satislactory.” 

“Show it me—when ? ” 

“To-day, to-morrow, when yon will. Wc will commence 
your education by an explanation of the place vhero you 
are to be educated. Docs the idea commend itself ? ” 

I said it did. I was keen on knowing all about Bath and 
its historic post. Tlieii Aunt Theresa returned wjth the 
sovereign wrapped in a sheet of note-paper, and a written 
receipt for it which she requested tlic Chevalier to sign. 

Ho (hd it with many nourishes and comments; with the 
air of one conferring, not receiving a benefit. Then ho 
asked permission to take me round the city in order to 
make me acquainted with its “ objective lessons.” 

“ To live here, and remain ignorant of the treasure stores 
at your very feet is a sacrilege to the generosity of the ages ! ” 
he told her. 

He then Uwk liimsclf off with the promise to take mo to 
my first p-omenade d'instruciioa on the morrow, if the 
weather was favourable. 

As tho door closed mi his final peroration, Aunt Theresa 
turned and surveyed me. —" — 

“He’s wonderful!” shp exclaimed. “But I hope he’s 
to be trusted. Great talkers are bad doers, they say.” 

But I had all the fivith of youth, and would not hear of 
criticism. The very society of this wonderful being was 
instruction. Surely it was n high privilege to have eo 
superior a being condescending to cducoto backward youth. 
“Perhaps so,” said Aunt Theresa, gazing thoughtfully 

ftt the receipt in her hand. “ But he’s Irish. And- '* 

Again she hesitated. 

“ And—what ? ” ^ 

“Well, I was just tlunking of that twinklo in bis oyei 
when he gave me this.'* 
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KanpT is irameilbto moment means so 

mn-lu Already the clouds were lifting from my Ijfe. Al- 
roa.U' the grey eU-cet and tho grey atones of the city wero 
clociucnt of mcaninj. I no longer ^d: ;I hate England 
! „t. I am glad I camo to Bath," and, indeed, long before 
i ba! reached th. ead ol my book it bad become a edy of 

ciif'liantment. So it still remains. , . 

Tho dreary wet day drew on to its close. The ’ 

nnd the dressmaking was put aside ^ thcLrrow 

f.ll to discussing their progress, and agreed that on the morrow 

they might get to tJie me this time,” 

“ I'll take g^d ^ puce sUk was 

MlTrinkles and ^ckers. and much too short waisted, and 

' ^olv^ot^“oS Crind the worst n»ure I'd want, 
to see“ said tbe amiable Fanny. " Vou can t nut cleganco 

“'°I?o,''normal:, a silk purso ont of a sow's ear, so rvo 
heard. Don t be asking mo to lit your dicss loi jou, 

Avon t do it- ^ 

*• H’h^'PcSii Eaid Fanny- ,, 

“ Theresa can't fit- She’s only good for cutting out. 
“uSrill ^ ‘ Ringlets’^te help. Boat imagmo Lll 

"p^rgrodnKko°s-k“p“' sqoabbln.,.'' interposed Am.t 
^ MVo,, ou*ht to he ashamed of yourselves. It 

r:: bad cnoigb when you were rn tbo 

nbout Billy McMahon. ocarlet “ You dare! ” she 

It was Fanny. nxr. o gft c.arbt.^^ 

hissed, between sot teeth. i 

your life, I promise you- 
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*' Bo quiet, I i«U you! Before the child &Q<I all, it's a 
disgrace." said Aui^ Theresa. 

‘•Let her go dowt to the kitchen, then. Who wants her 
hero 7 Get out of my way. Saucers! I want that couch 
for my dress.” 

Sho seized my arm and ousted mo from my corner, hly 
book fell to the ground. Sho picked it up, and reading the 
title, flung it contemptuoxisly to the other end of the room. 
I was trembling with m^iiation, as I followed and picked 
it up. 

“How dare you! It’s not yours! ” 

But Aunt Theresa came up to me. “ Co, child,” slio 
fiaid. “Bridget will gire you your tea. No lato dinner 
to-night, mind. Get to bed at eight o’clock.” 

In raging fury I took myself away. What a spitGro Aunt 
Fanny was, and how I hated her. It might bo wrong, but 
I couldn’t help it. Looking back now from a calmer al^and- 
point to those*memories, I can still feel (hat old hatred and 
bitterness flooding my young soul. Still acknowledge that 
I have cause to bo thankful Fanny did not stand in Aunt 
Theresa’s place. 


The thought of the long evening was not cheering, so I 
resolved to pay another visit to my Grey Lady, as I called 
her in my heart. She had told mo to come whenever I 
pleased, so the dusk found me again crcicping up the stairs 
to where that thread of crimson light showed under the door. 

She welcomed me gladly. “I was hoping you would 
come. I am tired. 1 have been working all day." 

‘‘ At your book 7 ” I asked. 

‘ \es. It ought to bo in the publisher's hands next 
month, and there is still a great deal to do to it." 

What sort of books do yon write 7 " 

^^Tho romances I nsed to act,” she answered. 

Act 7 " Here was a new wonder. 

befor^th^” ^ known in ]?ari», Petersburg, Loudon— 

importance, but also made her 
tare seem a thousand times orucUer. 

T c J i^irth,” etc wont on. ” That is why 

??? iMguages. French and English are equaUri 
famUiar. But I don’t want to talk of myseU. TeU mo ^ 
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vour party, and what you hare been doing \uth 

yourself idl day ? , t , 

^ I found myself describing tho dinner, and the gue.sts, 

and then’ braiK'hing off into a viWd neeount of the Chevelicr-s 
bit and my educational jirospecta. \^'llet^ler nnconsciouLiy 
1 eavo her an impression of tlie Chevalier’s manner I caimob 
ray, only quite suddenly her voico arrested my dcqucncc. 
It WiiS hai:;b, strange, excited. 

“ Irish ! 8urclv you inistahc French—is he not . 

“\o” I said, surprised at her excitement, “(.'ertainiy 
lie is Irish. Rut he has lived in France. He fought m the 

war. Ho hr.9 the Legion of Ifonour.”^ ^ 

“The name?” she asked qmeUy. His name . - 
T gave it in all its full-sounding importance. 

“ Hid you ever know anyone of luat name . 1 asked 

*""'■^(>-0,” she said slowly. "But I once road of- 
£omcone-who ^vas lil:c the owner of that name. 

I grew interested. "In Paris? I asked. 

‘‘ It is a story of Paris. The story of an actress, young, 
courted, famoir. -She was playing in one of liic theatres, 
l.’vcrv night whtn she ai'iicared m one spcciaUct, someone 
used^to throw licr a bunch of violets. Lot a bouquet , 
only an ordinary market bunch. They came every night. 
Sometimes there was a message attached ; fantastic, romantic, 
ch^id. But in some way the ilowers and the message were 
(lifTercnt from any others she i-cceived. An actress, who 
l i.or.ul-’T Gets so many flowers. Rare, expensive ; florist s 
t" t, U,c,o so sijnplo ; ' 

Cm'S Sp: L'baj 

™ i;; Ige. . Ibe last ti.e sLc smiled on any ntan s 

request. i *’ I exclaimed excitedly. 

“ ctld C of mine. I think it is my favourite.’l 

“ It is very sad,” I njuch, or not 

i do not 
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oall that story—3ad> It is only unfinished. Thoro was no 
end to ^poU its beantiful be^uning.” 

I meditated upon that point. A begumlog without an 
end did not commend itself to me. U my little adrenturo 
in Sydney Gardens had ended there—well, I was glad it 
had not. 1 gave her the formula those fluent words had 
sketched for me. 

*‘It sounds a mad soheme/' she said. “But then all 
Irishmen, ore mad, more or less.*' 

I wondered if I was destined to be always playing the 
champion for my much-wronged and grossly maligned 
Knight Errant i 
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IN wnirn I nccEiVE a le?30N in social conditions. 

Ti’N o'. Iock, anil the sun rhinin" wjrmly over the hills of 
li.uli. Ten oeJo-h. an^l 1 ahI vjj new preceptor walkmg 
mle by r-i.lo thvongh a city of cniuantment. A p.aec jicop-od 

liv wonUen and uondrous Le’iigi. _ 

'My strange teneher loved that fair city set among'fc he 
ru'ir Un' in'M a? poets and cnllnuiasU alone love vliat 
iiMiv'als 'to their inner sensc-s. How ho had drifted hrre, 

;. Vl choren to lem iin tvoro lhni7\I 

They clil not cone rn r.u so cinch m tins early of 

; .ncesl.il, as (l.c fact lhat i.c was ‘ 

Ird chosen him for my HiAnictor. Imt .a 1 m> Im- 
I Rhdl foci gr.itcfiil for the c!<)-i'.i-nt ideJism lhat m.ulo of 
Uiifi fair city a living thing. 

* 

Aft-'r til'd hr.'t inorninj came miny ofkr.?, c<iually 

ih liglitful and ih'dructiv'. o-'ciir 

U dhl not occur to me. and apparently it d d not o.cur 

10 \int Tiierc^a citlrr, that tliesc perambulations ..ere a 

■.soni-al.at of.l mci:.*! of fou;..I>„? 

, 1,0 wis ivlicvcl tlr.t som.ono 17.. .Id oo,. ad r 
O i l,-,l 'Cr -'ll! < willio'd Ira-aulin? r.nyco „> li.o 

sl.c too!: t;.:- -c .rant.- in ti.e l.appy- 

T'K n fapov wok. At II,c end of it I 
,cl,l'’.ds":-ni-‘ad?:c;i li,t AcMCoy, oc rather wKro Iho 

' ^ V: v;;r S yo,rluad Itont- I oh-rved. 

Ifon., I 0 ..hnow: 

You ^^ill find j'our'elf tli.-ra on.-' d-.>. 

.■ I„ Academy ■there Homo ho saith 

He laughed. ‘ ,^j„r.ir." is with the teacher. 

“ Jn other words U.c se..t c- r .V^dcrav ever sineo 
1 the tau'dit. \on have jorn^.l i.’V A..mkra> e\ 

'.c .nit in Sydney Gardens whaher yon a.c ana.e of .t 
or uot. ’ 
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I looked up. “ You mean that you are always toaclun^j 
me fioraething ? ” 

“ Am I not ? The only true education U the art of making 
everything in life a factor for educating us. Impressions 
aro never valueless, save to tho unimpressed. Tho mind 
is given to us for a storehouse, fitted with receptacles. Memory 
supplies Iho stores. We begin life I)y wondering; wo 
continue by acquiring. Wo cud it—by despairing.” 

Ho wheeled round on mo, and altered our direction. 

'^Nom'dt Ditut Who talks of despair when tho sun is 
in the heavens, and all the world lies o^-stcr-like to one’s 
Iwnd, ready for tho opening. You want tho Via Koma? 
Well, I will conduct 3’ou there.” 

W© had walked a long distance and turned and twisted 
several times before I received any further information. 
Then ho named a church as .St. Swithin’s. and turning again, 
stopped ayd informed me I was on s.acroJ ground. The 
T'ia Julia now the London Road. Wc descended into a 
lower road, turned again, and half way up a steep asceut, 
paused. Ho pointed to a dreary, ahabby-Iooking house. 
Tho whole neighbourhood breathed poverty .and shabbiiiess, 
or so I thought. 

“ This ? I cried mvoluntaril)'. “ This—tho Via Roma ? 
Oh, surely not! ” 

“ You aro disappointed ? There is no outward evidence 
of a scat of learning. An Academy des beaux Arte*, or even 
tKe humble eecle primaiye. But this is my rcsiJcuco ot 
present. I regreb it is not more worthy of your inspection.” 

^\nd am I to como hei-e ? ” I asked. Disappointment 
mi«t have sounded in that qualifying adverb, for be looked 
perplexed. 

“ Only for r brief time, let us hope. If you will honour 
me by entering now, I shall have much pleasure in introcluciuc 
you to your fellow-pupil.” 

‘‘•You have another pupil ? ” 

“ I have. Will you make her acquaintance ? ” 

I said I would. I felt a little wonder and perhaps, a alight 
stab of jealousy. An Academy of pupils would have dis- 
tur^ me lc.% than a solitary rival in its Professor’s interest. 

He openedJJie door with his own key, and led mo into 
a dingy, shabbily furnished room on tho groimd floor. It 
was a double room, I discovered. Folding doors abut it 
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from the slorping aprirfment hehiml. There wa.<? a table in 
tlio centre, covered with books and papers. There ir.as a 
^:hahby ohl sofa by the fireplace, and some chairs and that 
carlv Victorian abomination, n chiffonier, with a marked 
and staiird maihle top, on winch were littered more papcKJ, 
a rack of pii>os. and a quaint Chinese tobacco jar. 

“ Welcome to my hnmhlo hcerlh,” said the Cbcvahcr. 
'•FirJess at present, yet warm with llic glowing ardoiir ot 
intclleclnal sparks that will here bo kindled. All 
n.v cluld, must have a beginning. Even our •'^^qna.n o ce 
•Vrubicct to that necessity Here shall you s.t at the 
foet of i'sdom, and p.ofit by the vanity of your fgHow- 
ercatures. For Ihei/, my Rosaleen, regard the external 
j.oints of education .as cssentiVJ. We, who are wii-tr, can 

nrnve (hev urc Unimportant. , 

^ jrv elaiicc roved doubtfully from point to point. There 
wis noUihi" very academical certainly about a (Imp* lodging- 
« rpnriou. in n remote part of n city that oflcrcd more 
htinefive places of rcsid.-ncc. Yet, flic Clicvahers do- 
nueiice wasLflicient to invest even this humble abode aulh 
xUc glamour of future CoUegialo importance. gb^ e 
■>nd coaiUlcd with iji'omised warveb, and I rat epoU-boun l 
M u^md, II;>tci.ing to rolling perioda and flowing Epeccli 
liMid be smUlenlv cheeked liim.ielf by a question of time, 
'mm somrregion a clock had .truck twelve. The sound 
wTdcop, soimrous boU-likc. llo listened, then turned 

1 was forgetting your folbw-.stiid,;nt, he said. I 

ctrangcst ]ook,i.g oojcct I had c ^ .,„rh,ountcd 

cldldish nguro mapped m a ^ „ |,jt of 
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ctaugiiter o[ tho once celebrated Honoria Snutbioa, loat to 
famo and an adoring public by an early, and somewhat 
(iijftstrou-i marnage. In other words, tho lady exchanged 
tho stage for tho domesticities at tho i^rstinsions of on 
admUing, but unfortunately impecunious compatriot of my 
own. Ho gave her a great deal of affection muUiplipd by 
a corresponding -amount of trouble, chiefly on such anni- 
versitries ns bring joy to tho Irishman's heart, and—coire- 
sjwnding penalties to his equilibrium. Saint Patrick’s I).iy 
will servo as illustration. But he was too true a patriot to 
be inoapablo of inventing other occasions for celobrating 
his national idiosvncrasies-' Therefore tho beautiful and 
misforUmato Honoria tunjed her attention to supporting 
tho deficieucies he created. She set up au establishment 
for tho accoramodfttioa of those of her own profession (or, 
for tho matter o’ that, of any other). Heuco, tho fact of 
my choice of domicile. Patriotism, like nature, makes tho 
whole world kin. Incidentally, Honoria O'Driscoll is not 
a patriot, except by the accident of marriage. But she 
is as beneficent to me as if she were. ^Yllat wonder, then, 
that my gratitude should take shape in the form of profferctl 
education to our young friend yonder. Polyphemia, stand 
straight! Feet outknees together ; shoulders back. Ko, 
there’s no need to hug that apron. If your hands are not 
cle?.n they but bespeak a helpful .actiyity for which all in 
this house have cause to be grateful. Polyphemia, (his is 
your fellow-pupil. In point of ago alic is your junior; in 
point of nc-complishuieiits you arc her's. Tho Academy 
opens on the ninth of January. Be prepared to resume 
your studies, aud iu the-meantime recount specifically what 
you have learnt.” 

Polyphemia looked at him, or I imagined she did, shuffled 
her feet, and gave tv spasmodic giggle. 

” Ain t 0 a cftution^r*^ho said, addressing some raguo 
personality invisible to me. ” But I could listen to ’im for 
hever! ” 

Tlte Chevalier fron-ned disapprovingly. 

“In spito of aU my pains,” ho observed, “this strange 
outcome of art and patiiotism betrays singular idiosjmerasiee. 
The carpet might be swept of h’s as of hairpins. Her apti- 
tude for dropping both is an. emblem of her habits of per- 
sistence. Polyphemia, when you address me it is not 
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iircf'’.‘'Arv lo <Io 60 in asulcf, imJ I apiHfci.ilo tlie 

lomrinm'ut of tlio thirJ pcr-oii. 1'v.mvq tho royal prerogative 
iinnlics. Put U5i.le that ciisaying embarra.ssmcnt 
frtf ihp urcsi-ut and to i»rove that my ro^itricted cliorls have 
not tcn"st^ anawe'r the following questions T .y arc 

Sr m'nins into your woollen head. Kow, atUnUon! 

Who founded Lath, and why 1 ,, , , t i 

••D you mean im as ai the pigi ? ' 

■'Ob-that fact has grounded iU^elf in (he cod of your 
^ v...» I di<I mean the Royal Swineherd of immortal 

nv 'nT address me 

yon Kwurher^o .ay ■.dla.l-.r,' I haro told you that 

m«tor, I know yoti ’av," answered tho “ gcnllo 

“'n''‘rC,.ned “ T.aVinn on from Bl.tdnd Iho Prince to 

rSun- we re.'.eh that point of l.irtoric importance 
!hi tile dyn^''ty 0' J'titain bcoan o that of conqnor.ng 

’■ I lie; 

•■ J"''"’' ‘ ;;o;n'iu the Uundry an' assigned 

Itwas-no-I can't get it, master. 

•■ a. "‘i; rE:u. 

phcnii-a/’ taal ho Che\..Ur j._ I’ . f from tho 

i„d .hero i, rccoa In other 

intorm your'^sUmahfe mother 
that I lunch abroad to-day. ‘^ocntlc scholar” 

“'"l""nl Seen., ver always h'ont now," She 
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sltirred her words together, and threw a rkidictiro glance 
at mo, Sho hurried on—“Mother’d got a chop speshul, 
an’ I was "goin’ to fry potatoes samo you calls ‘ chips.* 
Au’ now it ain’t no uBe.”' 

“ They will scrre for a future occasion,’’ said the Chevalier, 
“ Avaunt! hi other words—retire. If my Academy were 
not dcmocratio I should insist upon the fonuality ofr a 
curtsey to this young lady. But as fellow-students you 
are at liberty to make your own farewells and give your 
own greetings.” 

1 looked at him, asid llien at the uncouth figuro by the 
door. A little spaik of resentment kindled within my. heart 
at this socialistic overthrow of conditions hitherto respected. 
I made no sign. Nor did she. She simpi}' went. - An 
unceremonious exit; thrusting her apron round bare, dirty 
arras, and muttering; “H’Edgnr! As if 1 didn't know 
tlia^ without ’er a-tcUin’ me! ” 

The Chevalier turned to me. “My child,” ho said, “I 
have taught you many things, or none. It matters not. 
But I want to impress one fact upon you for all time. In 
the sight of God all men are equal. It is only fools who 
raise the jJetty barriers of pride and seU-inxportanee between 
soul and soul. Remember this, that nothing of mental or 
moral importance can be achieved if the stand-off attitude 
of Class to Class is not trampled under foot. Genius is tho 
sole dominating force of life. All else is—pother and 
plutocracy. Now—^ct us hence.” 

Ho took up his hat and piniled at me. That radiant, all 
embracing smile whicb-worked liko a spell of enchantment 
on all it warmed a^d witched. Meekly I followed him out 
of the dingy room, th| dark, poor looking house. ' 

If he said it was to bo tho scat of learning, well it would be. 
Who was I to gainsay it. 

I hazarded one question on our homeward way. 

‘‘ Is she- Polyphcmiiv—your only pupil, besides toyself f ” 

_ At present," he said, f‘ I hope you will mutuallv 
improve each other,” ^ 


CHAPTER vnr. 


A F£CP INTO OTHER DESTINIES. 


DaIj'S ‘Upped by. 

It \va.s t!ie uight of the Ball. Suppressed excitement bad 
reigned all <Iay. From an caiiy bonr ia tho afternoon Aunt 
Joanna and Fiuuiy bad been innsiblc. I don't know what 
mysteries were perpetrated behind closed doors. No doubt 
crimping pins and other aids to nature were requisitioned. 

At tea-time, Bridget informed mo that “ thim two ’ were 
not coming down to dinner. She was to send them up a 

tray to their l>cdroom. .1 , 

“As for starch,” she went on, “sure, a pound av tnai 

v.int out av the cupboard thi.^ morning.” 

“ Starch ! ” I c.xclaimcd. What on earth do they want 

for ? 

Whitenin’ thiinsclves. Mias Fanny puts herself into a 
rtraight jacket av the stuff. Neck and shoulders and o^. 
Ye nivrr did ! An’ thin ’tia all rubbed off wid shammy, an 

the skin looks as white an’ polished aa *, * ,V, 

the ways av thim! Poor men, if they did but Imow . 

“ What a lot of trouble to take, just for vanily, lobsc^cJ. 

“ V uitv is it ’ Sure, all women folks is vain, Sifts Kosa- 
locn more or less. Preenin’ an’ ptuntin’, an’ 
blushin’ for all the wurrid as U they was tho angels that 
men calls thim. Slore fools they! If they could but sea 
their angels at.home, ’twould bo a different story. 

I mc(£tatcd over this piece of wisdom. There seemed 
Eomr-thing unfair about Woman armed for conquest, and 
making metenee of being what she only seemed 
Thcec lctc disillusions, quarrels, divorces. AssurciBy my 
brkf cx^ricnce of pretty Fanny Lc Suir was anyth.i^ but 
an'^cIic.^That iioiliaps made mo all tho more eager to seo 
he? armed otp a pie for the subjugation of poor manhood on 

at received permission to come up 
licdroom I stared in amazement at the two radiant * 

BuHt ^4 not to Fanny that my sop of flattciy was admm ■ 

tcrcd, 
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“ Oil! Aunt Joai ja, you look lovely! ” I exclaimed. 
And, indeed, she did. The rose-coloured tarlatan was very 
becoming. Her hair bad been beautifully dressed, and the 
arrangement of the wreath suited it. Then, whether from 
starch, or powder, her skin looked as white and polished 
as Fanny's, and the faintest touch of pink in her cheeks 
brightened and softened her expression. Bridget seconded 
my eulogies. Neither of us said anything to Fanny. She 
was effective, but had I been ablo to coin nn expression it 
would lyivo been “meretricious.” Too while hero; too 
pink there; too dark of lash ; too scurlet of lip ; too elaborate 
of cotjjiiirf, even though the green wreath h:ul been replaced 
by a single camellia. Her dress i\k\ credit to her clever 
fingers, falling in graceful folds fion; h.-r small rounded 
w.ai3t; the bodice was shrouded an-! .K.lieued bv clouds of 
tuIJe, whicli enhanced without coijeealiui; her full bust oiid 
sloping shoulders. She wore a siring of pearls round her 
neck, and another camellia nestled uiuidst the folds of tulle 
at her bosom. White gloves, and a small stiff bouquet of 
the camellias completed her .toilette. Aunt Joanna had 
blac.c Tolvct at her throat, and carried a bunch of rose-red 
camellias tied also with long ends of bl.ck velvet. Tho 
effect of th.at touch of blac'k was excellent; it caught mv 
fancy. Aunt Tberes.a had deserted tlie ciml tahle/^iii the 
drawing-room to run up and givo fiiu.shtng touches to the 
rcs^ctivc toilettes. She surveyed themwithpardonablepride. 

Aot a soul would guess them for home-made,” she sniil, 
puling out a train, “settling” a fold, gently touching a 

f coiffures. “Now I hoiw 

you U kill for good this time, and bring home somo news. 

‘0 

'* Is that T^hat halls are given for ? ” T asked. “ I Ihoiicht 
people went to dance and enjoy themsolve.s' ” 

Fanny 

‘ your ideas from goodness knows! Are 
‘ the dra^rg-room, Thcre.sa, and show our- 

« vi f ft long look in tho glass. 

Thoy'ie all cipcotiiig you.” 

“ Vrti, f to be off,” said Aimt Joanna nervou^v. 

lou know how soon the prograimnes are filled up, Fanny!” 
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"T'vo no fo.xr of nilno,” an'^vrcred Fanny, with a toes of 
her head, and tolling Aunt Ther«a to bring her cloak along 
with her, 6ho floated out of the room followed by her elder 
kilter s admiring eyes. 

I tliink you look much tho best." I wliispercd to Aunt) 
Joanna. “ I never thought yon were so handsome ! 1—I 
do hoj>c Captain Oliver will propose to you.” 

She Uiidiod eearlet. " Gracious, child ! What on earth 
arc yo'« talking ■•.bout! The idea ! Why, he s not- 1 mean 

yon VC not—ever—seen him.” ^ 

" Oh yes, I have. Christmas Day. you know.” 

“ Well, well, yo’.i imi-tn't be sa/iiig such things. ^Jen 
don't propose to ladies simply because they walk aiid talk 

with them now and tTicn.'’ ^ 

*' I don t kno'.y anything about men, I s.aid or.ac’.narly, 
'• Rut if he's wise it s you he’d choooc, not Aunt Fanny. 

Then 1 followed her into tl;c dr.T.ving room, where Fanny 
was holding a sort of court, everyoi'.e hoveiy’ng around and 
nmrnnirirs admiration. The .iekly youl!., Adolphus Cutler, 
was tryiim nervouslv to D.stcii her glove. Ivinglcu) 
rv.'d with appau-nt envy at the prospective ‘■ Bello of the 
Ball,” as the old General called her. Fossiblj' the poor .'■oul 
w.xs jealous of vouth and good looks and the prospective 
(pjoyment that the evening foretold. 

atC'ntion for a moment, but Fanny nipped that d.sloyal y 
in tho bud by an immediate declaration that they comd.i t 

Tli-n t!i“7 went down-’-irs and put on the r 
wore ."cortcJ into the waiting ” fly ; Bom the ’'very r rb s. 
The door was closed, and 1 turned in i.ia lUrto.v .a 

" yo.. ? ■■ I saiJ involuntarily and 

t• » ic t i t t f a Tii^ Trririn^ 

TJnt f do ’’ fhc aT13T7CrCt1* ? .sjoiiul |0*0 to ' n 

. ,iuy -'ii going to „ Ml o-E^y^y- 

brings you neaior to enjoyment. L\cry year caues m 

^"•'BuVrr^mprbilis aren't so very enjoyable.” I eaid 
“ You mightn't cH tho partn-'r you wanted, or look os nice 
• \Z ooms as you did at home, or meet the person you 
“‘t wainocuo melt, ov-ob : beaus of tbings nugbt bappen 

to cpoil it.” 
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“Yea, they might, and do,” she said. ” One might paint 
a pretty pioturc of ‘Ifho I)cparturo and Ihe Ilctiun.’ I 
wonder ]io arti^ has thonght of it.” 

My fancy caaght the idea and followed it up tlic.flairs in 
her wake. Saw it as a radiant shape flitting in r.cMiU par- 
ments ; satin shod; moving harmoniously to hymn of youth's 
morning time; then sombre of aspect, with tom gown, 
withered flowers, aching head, and achhig heart, coining 
liomewards in tJie groy dawn. Bereft of hope and love. 
Besolate in spiritual remoteness. It was all quite vivid. 
Naturo played these tricks on me somctimcf'. Oavo to 
chance words the visible impression of real things; sent mo 
through au Oiicning gate as it wero into the actual picscnco 
of what fancy had created. 

It was no radiant coquette that I beheld rctiwiiing. It 
W’os a sullen, jealous, envious naturo sinoulderiug under tho 
smiling eisterly one. It was Frances Lc Suif* as she knew 
herself, when on tho way homo from the ball, Joanna whim¬ 
pered bashfully that Captain Oliver had asked her to bo his 
wife. For somehow I knew that that had happened lonu 
before tho news we^s but. ” 


Xext morning caino the announcemont. 

Aunt Theresa told me. She was overjoyed. The Captain 

was a good match, and of good family, and had been a 

popular officer. Also I felt sure lliat in her secret heart alio 

rejoiced he Iwd had^thc sense to choose Joanna despite hia 

fluttcringg around Fanny. That charming person did, nob 

appear at breakfast, so I was unable to ecc how the hewa 

affected her. Tho day was nearly over before I saw her. 

^ho was ui walking <lrcs3 and going out. Very handsomo 

she looked, but sullen and ill-tempered. I did not dare to 

ask bow she had enjoyed herself. Besides, I was on my way 

to my own daily visit to lladamo OdylJe. I longed to tell 

her the news. Also on the next day I was to begiii attendance 

at the new Academy. I had full store of conversation and 
excitement before me. 

of had bccomo 

^ sj^ken of it to Aunt Theresa, 

IhA wonder about her mysterious lodges onco 

proving a satisfactory tenant. First 
«V ’ *1 tenant receiving mo soon evaporated. 

. xou re the sort that queer things happen to, I think.’l 
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alio said. “ But you'ro to bo tnistcd to find your own 
level. That was your father and it's you. At times 
could almost fancy it was Lucius back again. He and I 
were alwaya the fondest of each other. But he was a strange 

boy, there’s no denying it.” 

I found my usual low chair waiting for me in the fircut 
room. I received the usual gentle welcome. I burst into 
an caf'er atiDOuncement of my news. The idea of a r^l 
CM^ocemeut, a pisspeetivo marriage were of astonishing 
interest to me. Nothing of the sort, out of bookland, had 
come into my espcrieuce; I sought further information. 
She was idways called ” Madame,” then she must have been 
marriwl. On that white hand were many rings, but the 
fireliglit was too fitful and uncertain for the discovery of a 

AbruptfyTput the question. “ ‘ Madame ’ is French for 

.‘Mrs.’ isn’t it?” , 

“ ^^al$ out, 'ifwn enfant, why do you ask . 

‘ Because you are Madame,” I said. 

There was a long silence. I wondered if I Imd offended 
lic-r. I glanced at the bent head in its shrouduig veil; ot 

the white hand on which it rested. 

I . . . 1 brg your pardou . • ♦ if I ought not to 

‘‘'™ nra not ongrv, chiU.” she snhl quhy.v. “ I-I was 
nnlv thinkhig-of a ti™. long post. Yes, I have been mame<l. 
1 wonder what that word conveys to you , Something 
tonderfol. litc-loi,.. mystic! A nn.on of two hearts that 

InTo • two lives that cannot exist apart. ^ 

S^i'o hughed-harshly, horribly. Hatred and disillus on 

mingled in her voica and iU sudden passionate confe- 

*I tbonglit so-once. How old was I ^-Sixteen U\mk. 
Bet In KnSia we are often wives at that ap. WcU, I have 
“Idored bondage, and fought for Uberty. It '™^t - h ^ 
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13 Iwenty-two. And I know there’s some seren or eight 
yenrs between them.” * 

“Then it will mean something serious. I suppose sho 
cares for this—this Captain V ” 

“ I think so. She seemed so very happy about it. Ho 
called thi^afteruoon and gave her a beautiful ring. Diamonds, 
Sho showed it to roc at tea-time.” 


“ And the other, the Beauty, how does sho take it ? ” 

“ I—don’t liuow. I haven’t spoken to her to-day.” 

Silence again. A longer silence. I gazed into tbe fire. 
Sho sat there at her table. When at last sho spoko her voice 
seemed to reach mo from a long distance, or was it only tlmt 
my own thoughts had travelled far, and she met them on 
that other plane. 

“ I have an impression of sorrow, or disaster connected 
with^this house. It is not far off. It is connected with two 
women and a man. Were he strong—but no man is strong 
m the hands of a vicious woman. And—it docs not end 
there, the mflueneo, the trouble. The two women aro 
i^tcd by a terrible fate. And Iho weaker one suffers. 
Always, always she suffers. She can’t learn her lesson and 
^csept its meaning. So sho suffers as all such blind fools 
must. They court their own misfortunes.” 

I found myself trembling and cold. For in my own fancy 
^d m the firelight pictures I had also seemed to see disaster 
Bub the pictme had taken the horrid shape of two women 
hgh^g, so it seemed, for the possession of one man. Tho 
whole thing Lved, acted, and died in eno of those queer 
moments that came to me. A moment when what I thought 
was real became unreal, and life grew unhinged, and chaotic, 
until such time as normal consciousness returned and tho 
picture woidd vanish as suddenly as it had come. 

expressing this out of the sliadowa 
that enfolded her was an added significance. 

hi ia-which she too 

in a psychic drama 

diS “ y*’*- 

After that we could not talk of conmonplaco thinga» 


CILVPTER IX. 

1£Y EDUCATION BEGINS. 

TfS CipeniDg d.’.T of the Academy was one of these cold, grey 
days ^ch as siignalized my first acauaintanco with tho city 

brought the date nn-l its importance before Aunt 
Therca. with'tha question as to that " cheque m 
of wiiich the C'bcvalitr had gently reminded me. at our Ixst 
nSccting. It did not eUike me that as my ostwisiWe guardian 
-.he had proved somewhat remiss m acquainting Itcr^clf rnth 
vile v!vr^.?bouL., or nature of this novel Academy- .^ho 
sccni'd to regard the Chevalier as a sort of tu or, who had 
Cd en charge of me. and the sight of a Latin Grammar apd 
second hand books on Philosophy, Inud, and Ilr^tory, 

bis place of residence by its modem name, 
•n.l told her the aoing to and fro was an easy matter, as I 
i J alnmst cvo% street m tho neighbourhood by tins 

; ula tco (h= scboot.-.t ti.o D..t day. ta , 

ef eye. ear “f “Lf„i Academical Iraining. 
aoor was opened by the ^auwous ^ 

momurg. But paid no 
nttentiou to the coorfu^n «' ^adenly; 
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coramunications. Jly first glance showed me how faithfully 
our instructor had confonued to con7cntional idcfu;. A 
high, wooden desk stood in the centre of the room, and tlio 
table was pushed into the window. Two cliairs, and some 
copy-books and a couple of slates gave tbc rcqui;j;te t^ticij 
of speciality to the occasion. He couduclcd me to one chair, 
and motioned TolyphemLa to the other. Then he j-rocceded 
to his desk, and stood up and regarded us thoughtfully. 

“ There is «)mcthing—iucongntous,” be obsoi-vcd. “ Ah ! 
I see. Jliss Rosaiccn will yon deposit yonr hat and—oiitcr 
garment, on the couch yonder. ...” Ves, tliat's better. 

ip businos'5! • . . I have here a tcIiC<IuIo of certain 
studies, and the re::pective days for their due mvesfigatirm, 
purpose, and consideration. Each day in the week, of which 
five aro educationally important, and two relatively— 
mdependent—I purpose to devote to one or more of these 
studies. The sixth day is to be observed as an opportunity 
lor mcrcation. The seventh, I need hardly tell wcU-brouglit- 

5-o»«S ladles ”-(I beard Polvphemia ckdo 
audibly) IS appointed for attendance on IMy Itites and con- 
wrcmouics such as make this good land so notable 
for Iiypocnsy. Of such matters you shall hear anon. Thus' 
you have before you five cha.va, limited to mornings, in which 
to note, learn, and intelligently digest such food as the coda 
dispenco from their temple of wi.:doni. 5Iy system of im- 
parting mstniction is morleUcd on that of the Greel: philo^o- 

scorn warranted 

by the mcn^ capacity of ray scholars. Now, havin^ ex- 

JliM 0 Hrtsco 1, you wd], for the preeent. confine yourself 
to the use of the slate. I have a disastrous recollection of 

faetT® sV Wink was the chief 
stdr ^ mothers waidi-tub. 'Miss fo 

nw/ penmanship, an it w 

plc^e you. J.adics and gentlemen_ 

Ho stopped. 

“ Kw '>0 “><!• “ Wliat ha. happened ? >■ 

com“ ^ Lodd couldn't 

come. Is mother says as 'ow two-an-six a week is too much 
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ti) Uke li'off tlie ira'>bm' bill, with twenty-four h owin’ Afc 

^ Tho Ma-Ht<'r signed to her to resume her place. “ Irrele¬ 
vant iiiterruptioas," bo observed, “ will take tlio form of 
nSlemeanouVs punisbablo by bad marks and 
i^ies-and not g->ntlemcu-wc will now formulate om , 
htudies bv a few remarks on the nature, conditions, and 
hniKirtanrc of orthography. The derivation of which 
crlh^i (Greek) and grapho (Latin), meaning tho correct 

Knellinff and svUabication of word-s.’ ’ ^ v Tr« 

^For the next half-hour wo had “words enough. Ho 
t dked without inteimi.-’sion. Occasionally I made notes, but 
the (harm of his voice and elocution oftener held me too 

rii.-nosicd for such mundane interruption. As for Poy- 
t'* • l: 1.* <;imDlT nut h^r elbows on the table and rested 

M bo'f up .ill diffitiilt words iii " Oi;.lvu's Uielionary , 
an ft {Kit t from ^oun o ,, j uncommon woitU 

,,!c»sed I ;■!»" “ ';'’°„,„7t„.re„l,unus. lu one I 
'l«d th“Cd itsolf. In the other iU etymological root 
fif osoertainahle) end its various But 

a little gasp. “YonVc a seholard as it is. 

I 2no what •emeans Vrl ihe time, 'eert it's heu tiful, au 
I loves to -ear im _Ulk_ ao.uewhat reluet.rnlly. 

I offered to show o r my system, j 

she consented. I anything tho Master had 

then a.ked if she Her cye« at 

said. Phe cou.s.dercd he t 

Slmlte rd with .a v.ft show ol euergy proceeded to 
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write. After some quarter of an hour'a strenuous exertion 
she showed me the result. This was her contribution to the 
morning’s cmriculum: ' 

VVuiTD, / 




I. AlphcrbettikaJsounds ? 


I. These is uzed when 
you don’t know what 
you’r’ talkin’ about. 


ExampU. 

The spelUng.and pro-nonsing's of wureJs is to show Iher 
exaclc sig-ncr-fer-ca-shun. Orthorpography bcin one of the 
most importunate. 

Anything to equal her pride and .satisfaction in this achieve¬ 
ment I have never beheld. Without waiting to consult nic she 
dashed across the room and held up her date to the C'hcvaiicn 
“There, Master! Look! I’ve done it as well os ’cr' 
You’ll give me marks to-day, won’t yer ? ” 

The Chevalier put down his book, took the skate fiom her 
bana and slowly read its contents. 

majlts. But I think you have received assistance, Poly- 
phcmia.^ There arc signs of order and construction in tlds 
masterpiece winch have been lacking in former efforts. I 
say nothing about facts. You have a singular faculty for 
mming them up with fallacio«. Ko matter. This is a 
ilistmct improvement on your usual slack methods. Marks 
you shall have. Bring mo the book." 

n ^ ^ drawer. From 

hCw ^ Iieteropncous contents she extracted a small 
black account-book. This she took to her teacher, and I 

lldea” ’'■Uch ho 

Jt.tS f’j'sho »= "0- 

Ho glanced at me where I sat, watchinc them “Yai^ 
to, Rosoleen ? A toon of so j „ well as o1 oSgrapM 

Bi^ficanco Quite enough for ono morning." ^ 
Hyoso. class is dismissed,” he said.^ “Take^oureelf 

WhatlS ESh*? ^g^^^ofusefuInessyoutlS;! 
wnat tho English language snffere at your hands is comnara 

potato. Fmt imported into this couitry by-whom ?“ 
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Polviilicmi* wUdly wound; seeming assistance 

wUhbothevMatacuteanglcsofhdrtesanes*. FinaUyshe gasped 
—Julvna Seewi*. Master! =’ and focussed mo t^phanUy. 
•‘Can yoa do better than that?” asked tBo CucTalicr. 

“ 1‘or our country's sake, I hope so.” 

I_I think it was Sir Waller Raleigh on his retian from 

S’oulh America,” I ha/ardeil. ^ . 

Up shot Polyphcmi.i’s right arm in signiacation of a dcsiro 

this country, Master, not Amcrity. She don't 
knoTT no more ihen 1 do. ,, 

Let it rest at that,” he answered graTcIy. 

lie waved her to tho door. She dropped a quick curtsey, 
nad departed. Then he came to my side and looked at my 

contribution to tho morning’s studies. 

•• Was that voiir own idea ? ho asked, smiling. 

1 nodded. ‘‘ It seemed the simplest way of getting ftt 

and I do lore a Dictionary.” . i „ 

Uo lambed. “You wiU bo a credit to mv Acad^y. 

rosalccn.^ I'oidcom)>«ai«c'ei(.'ou/))urJonlicr-rTliicbi3tTilo 

aud iwsibly not cpccially epplicaWc to rresent circumstances. 
NcvcrlbcleJs. after m.any iv.indcrmsa and much sufferm , 

• tc.cnt to meet such quick intelligence as yoiirs. Ooci 
^ T am no tiu^ ^;iiico dulncss disideasos and 

^ me I could break skulls sooner than 

lucompe tplamity of cxplaimtion. Let go hence, 

r^SI 

pcrploxmg breast. For in this queer wildcr- 

imagination in your > o ^ consequence, each 

ness wo call Luc, cacu m v lives m a world 

woman) who ‘bu^ deep y, ^ ’ niisiidcraUwd by hia 
of liU own, apart from and thcrcio 

f,..U 0 WB. NO priest or P I could 

clear, for even spintual i,ave their uses, as 

: teU you much but not , their best uso 

your morning s lesson has Uo^ bewildered 

to not to express ^hou h t whimsical. 

gvstem of education. 


CHAPTER X. 


IN WHICH A GIFT AND A raZSENTIMCNT lIAUn V/AY FOB 

TUB UNEXPECTED . . , 

Days, weeks, drifted by. 

i lived in'A world of iiiy own, littlo ftffectod by tbe cruJo 
bajljxtnings under my unseeing eyes. Yet impressions wrro 
vivid. one sharply cut; decisive; fitting into place. 

Uonderlul wall<s, t^lks, experienres. Some of the student 
life; some of the liome circle. Dull, cold evenings when I 
would sit for hours in tho parlour, engrossed wtii a book, 
or jdhng with a piece of sewing. Occasions when I cau'-ht 
fragments of conversation. Queer words-such as trousseau, 
U^me, moircs. toWiers-wouM strike my ears. aJrcaily 
getting accustomed to French expressions tliroucb tlio 
medium of Madamo Odyllo, who was tcacliin-^ mo tlio 
lang-i.ige. lima I would discover that Aunts T&rcsa and 

Tl, O' prciiarations. 

iiiw ucdciing, they always called it, 

A woman, evidently, coiiU not get married “dcccntlv” 

"ft 

cil'S W-? P'S -Sts 

teaching 
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anJ cotunjfind to out; of her Traj. Slio garo no liclj) ia 
all the cutting-out, and fittiuipi, aud machining that went 
on, and which seemed prolilic of neat piles of under-garments, 
put aside and counted carefully on completion. 

The ceremony itself was spoken of as ‘'summer-time.' 
Licidcntally I loamt that Captain Oliver had left the army 
on his father's death as he had “come into" a nice little 
property ta Slonmoutlwhirc. He was fond of buutiiig and 
ihooliug, and intended to lire the life of a “ country gentle- 


*^i)riftin'» back to " Last Days of Pompeii," I w'ould again 
ho arrested by the cessation of the machme, and further 
conversation. A question pcrhaiw. 

“ Ho wasn't here last nigl", Joanna . . s 

“ Xo. Kc was engaged, he told me.’ 

“ \ud what about to-night ? " . „ 

“ After dinner, he said he'd drop m, for some music. • 

“ Wt'n ^whXS it ? Ue likes eiugiug. and I wouldn’t 
bo pliij-ing ‘ Ttc Maiden's ftaycr,' or ' Tlic Last Eoso of 

Kiimmcr' noif.” 

:: ^:Lr:irir^S"b‘Ms, Uo do^n-r oa™ for firm. 

Aunt Theresa seornfuUy. 

..iso^’yo' o^Uiur s-- 
ings. She aluyays Ieohs h 

how sho'a taken to “P C mtaui took to dropping in." 

5 S ;i— “ r • "■ 

He I..1. ^ypy' n'jtS. “p''“ ‘ S""' ^ T 

■.SH?4?>S:5-st£s.;3 

imoortant to Sho «P« And she took it o’* 

,y,rtfm V* .mplied by ^ ^co her go out to 

-Tjplaccncy i *■ 
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walk with her lover in an old bonnet, and gloves that showed 
her finger-tip«. But I remembered with eudJen uncasiueas 
that on several occasions when I had been coming homo 
from my Wednesday or Saturday w-nlks, I had come across 
Fanny either talking to, or walking with licr future brothcr- 
iu-lnw. She-was alwe.y3 bcautituUy dressed, and wearing 
most becoming liats. She either did not see me, or would 
not. That fact did not trouble me at all. But when frag¬ 
ments of talk reached me as distuict impressions of events 
that were going on .around, I remembered those meetings, as 
as a certain fmlive am .about the two. A preforenee for 
lark Side of a street; tlic shaclo\7}' nfcbw.av of a bridge, 
•bom flirt! Whatever that meant it was something 
stw’orthj’. Momentous, too, when .a'sociated with iirt-i 
luty much adorned; with syreji trick's of song, glance, 
ipotion in an accompliahment shared in common. All 
I in an art in which “somebody" was well vcr.:cd. 
•«ned with beating lieixrt. nervoiisly desirous of sayimT 
mg that also meant wanring. Vet I told niy‘'.elf 
p were surely not needed where affaiw Lad advanced 
igh for rings and wedding bolls. * 

Onl evening during such a discjisaion tho delinquent her- 
Self swept in. Bright of glanco, flushed wlh air and cxer- 
CISC; well drc.ssed, well gloved, smart of foot-wear. 

, Essplials the*. Means to an end. Somotluu" of 
femmuio equipment which Madame Odyllc had dedared 
Englishwomen sadly lacked. She talked nuich of Franco 
now, and tried to make me speak tho language with her 

her happy to use and hear that familial 

Fiances on this occasion, set off her careful toilette and 
imperious matmor, and even held me under the spell of 
admiration she evoked. ^ ‘ 

Certainly by contrr^t poor Aunt Joanna suffered badir. 
She was untidy 5nd dishevcUcd; her gown was old, and her 
coUar diivy. Sho had been working for hours, and had 

as possible. ^ 

Ceorg$ IS Jierc, said Fanny abruptly. “ Ho wants to 

see you a minute. He can’t wait.” ^ wants to 
andr^^wli" sprang to her feet, crimsdn 

^« nofc nt to DO fioon! M •r o 
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“ You neTcr are fit to Iv) 8000 —iu tlio liouso 1 You’d 

bc‘^1 let liim get used to it.” ^ 

j>hc turned to the door. ** You Vo not time to dress. Ho a 
in a great Lurrj'. He has to go away to-night, or to-monow 

uiorniug.” _ ^ 

‘•CJoaway! Poor Joanna turned pMc. Uby, mtao 

world ? What's happened Y ” 

runny toysed her head. “ CetU-r ask him—Ob, nhy hero 

he is!” . 

She drew b.aelt, p.nd Captain Oliver enme 111- 

“Please, forgive my disturbing you, ’ ho said in 

lus ple.isant English roice. ” I vo had bad news. I must 
leave Path at once. My mother has been taken ill. abeyvo 

ient for me.” , „ , l 

“Ob—I’m so ficrry!” Jo.aaua forgot all about her 


iiavc no sign. 


Can you got a train Y ” 
It means ft lot of chang- 

4 t ft 


npwaiance. Whether he noticed it be 

bene it’s not rcrious ? ” ehc added. 

•• I’m afraid it is.” he said. “ The menage s^ys: comt 
/ff nnrf''' Hc fllftnccd roitnd At the uutuly room. 1 see 
you'ro 'all busy. I won’t delaiu you. But I thought it 

betler to como than to write.” 

“ Is it to-night you’i-e going ? 
odccd Avmt I'here-sa, 

“ Yc-s, tbero’s one at ten-thirt.v. ^ 

inrr but it wiU hase to do.” His evo fell on me. Oh, 

“but Bho says she can’t bs bothered with animals. WoiJd 
VOU tat bto t Ho’e very rreU bebaver and not a bit of 

•trouble, and bo “‘'“'8'^ “.‘Ob' I'd lovo to bavo a 

do- ' 0 “ mv own aga°S 1 %?d t:o leave tbreo behind mo when 

stay id tho ^ after him! ” I cx- 

■ Ho s at to frOT 00^000 ^ Fanny was closo 

- , brm"L"d tbt went out together. Aunt Joanna rushed to 
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tho glass to BlralghtMi lifr hair. As I neared lOo front door 
I’anny tried to open it. Sho fumbled a inomcnt wltli tijo 
lock. I beard a. burried whisper. It 'wns somcliiing UkC'— 
Burning my hoQtSy yoxi 9 te.'' 

Following the words cam© a littlo soft laugh, .and a clasp 
of hmids, as she drew the door wide., I wondered wliat they 
meant; burning boats.” It sounded odd. But I paid no 
heed to further doings, for a Utile shaggy animal dashed in 
with a yelp of welcome, and l)egan to jump and bark ro-.uul 
his master with every sign of delight. 

“ Poor little beggar! There, there, be quiet now! You 
must Jeam to behave yourself. . . . Come here! Tills ia 
your new mistress. Y"ou tc got to stay with her.” 

He led the Uttlc creature up to me. There, RosaJecn. ho 

good to him. He'il rei)ay you. He a as faithful aa-■” 

He paused. Fanny looked at him. “ As few men are ” 
he muttered, and glanced hurriedly dorm the Iiall. 

Oh'. Sht won’t come out, don’t be afrakl,” said Funny, 
i must go back aud say good-bye.'* 

wa»t. They U think I v© gone to my room.” 

I was on my Unces caressing the Utilo dog, but I heanl 
them. Fa^y aIw.aj-8 treated mo more or less as an un- 

I ^ she never dreamt that 

I caught her words, or read any special meaning into them. 

1 he Captain bent domi and patted my head* You'll hn. 
Armt Theresa bade him fareweU forma!, with somo dinlo 

Si mo a sign to do the same TbSj 

nfdS^oSSn to 

lUa hinddegs oonld stand oa 

nwMiUod allied 

omgea where ho was to sleep. -Not tUl I actually 
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Tx-Kfc.'Sfd a siiuiil i-(t of my own divl I realize liow I 

lu'.d loiig.'«l for cue. The Irisli liad been common 

nrojx rty— hoiJU'bold doc^— but tl.© Bodj::!- wxs exclusively 
iiiine. J^rklget ]ironii-‘-< ti lie should sleep in tlic kltcLcn, and 
l\lUk*-y prcJurcd ;.n old wooden box and Idled it with straw, 
and tbi.-? was sl»cwi\ ta I'^v liule mongrel as an inducement 
to stop below. ifi>wevir,'.so soon as 1 bad tiiiislicd my tea 

l.p decided U) aeec.itp-.n\ T.K-. -w 

• I suppose I can t. L.-- him nj)?(aiis ? I said to Mickey. 

‘ Why not ? f^ccin' lie s yom'own dog.” _ 

“ Ron t let -Mi.ss Fanny catch slglit av him, cailticncd 
I'.rkh'ft. “She's tlial cniel to dumb craytbursl 

1 itilled til'" Rodger bvnamo and l.c c.iiue at once. I was 
non.ieriug if :.U'k*mo Udyllc would object to Imn. It was 
my time for the ctli.-. and 1 bed no inuid to leave my hU.o 
fiirnd to the ibk of ciKU doors rnd csca:v. 1 
took him in my arms r.nd canifd him oif. As I passed tlia 
door of Tanny s room 1 ci hght biini ng. 

“ So she has returned, ' I thought. 

1 r- tened for a moment but heard on.y the opening and 

sui; s-KEfS-rSisas 

would bo b-IllS* Tioreve", her door lymalncd closed and 
1 went on. 

• Do you ol,itct to <Iop3?" I a.'ikcd, as I pecFcl into 

nniinals. by <^o -Vcomin" in and closing the 

ke,au .y 

’'Cc^.r ‘ "1- pi/rfaiu / Would ho 

"dl^ttlcwo 01 the day. and the FOgrees ol the 
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Academy. That waa always a subject of absoi bin- interest 
to her. y 

“But how camo Monsieur lo Capitain© to eivo the litUo 

fiance© ? “ she enquired at leiu'th. 

^ Perhaps ho thought he would bo company for me.* And 
ho a not a viUuable dog; not ono lo make a present of." 

And he doparts-to-night, you say ? ” 

• * ^ mother is ill. I houft f.lt« 

woutdie, I added euddenly. “ Because that wiU poITpono 

nr “■ ’■"! There arc only to be Ivro 

nni M Silence. The litUo dog crept up to ntc 

Presently, Madanio moYed. " I?n<!iWn •’ i i 
then broke off. went on tracing Im;s on the 

I murmured : “Oui, Madame.” 

h not ‘ Air.?-* *" “>' " It 

Capto Ouler'3'r„L““l“f‘'y-, ‘"^)‘i^I'arting, I 

Joanna, and 8he is troublfd" ^‘“"‘'“'*1' Aunt 

and “ “orutCdJ-’ '■ '--bet, 

do®Ji; abta7hcr"Vhaf“‘"?f- "ae veil morn 

“ ' acc, I wat „„t of tto room,'. 
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1 ca\>g)it my lirt.itli. I ropicmbpr.'d tliat liuriicd >v]iispcr. 
I'anDy's saying' tliat slic v.o»iIil wait for Llm clov.-’i tlie street. 
•* ’'av wliat it is voii have ? There is something, ’ she said 

. • . I 

’• U h.'.t it mi'p.n, >r;iJa:ne, to ‘ burn one s boats ? ■ 
It is a provri!', but does it really uean^" 

Riirn rue's boats!” she excUvUued. \Mio then has 

E.-i'.l that?'’ 

•• I tliought I hcavd the Captain sr.y it. it sounded so— 

EO odd. ’ 

•• but yes. It doc.s sound odd, l-ahen apart from why or 
^vliCM'foro of il;c .^^)in^r. Tt is that he casts o/T, cuts athift, 
;s it v.; rr, from .somc^urc thing. The proverb is of Latin 
,jrii’n. ■ I'l‘he has bunied the 
bridges Ihtit c/.nied him over.’ Your, your Cntjudine, he 
t.iid this i ■’ 

“ Vr.s—to Fannv.” , ,. , , 

/gain si.e reom.‘.:l lost in thought. " One mignt think he 

oont'miLatr l mui.c dc^l^^l.'.to ftop. Yet why siiou.<l he . 
»b'; s.'.id at l.v!. •■()idy-’.’.:r:r, nctvr have I trusau that 

vmmg aunt, the pretty ene.” .* 

* •• but-he co-.’d do nothing now? I nuest-oned. ^^h.n 
an cuj:ng”m< r.t i.> aiUiouncLil, u it not suro, Ithc a marnago 

“ ■■ VoUd’ne Is sure thet =s b-tw.Tn .a maiT ar/l a woman,” 
Pb. bJiuIv. "And m tho ea:e of thir, there ar. two 


''■M-nt would hc-won!d ehe^T mean ccnhl they prevent 
.uut Joanna Lorn n.arrying hlm-now tl:at nmrna^ 
<tav is tixed ? U I'V lo-nudit she was p.annu.g 1.'. ^'tddii.^- 
di-w-S. rale gr.y t din mul a luMo \xd o%ei- a wr..ah of 

s'i-ooh'di one *! Do you count so much on the outn ard 

fr-nis ? There have br^n marriages broken otl nt tho very 
le.ms f aiK.i others nulhhed by 

,loor of ' ■o erorc.: LoM 

tb,.t 13 j..ot subjects for your young 

tIc ou tiriitllo dog. ind <101,art 

.itf, foreboding. Let us hope it . not on 

tlii) bouso that the blow falls. 
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I rose; I left at tho firet hint of dismiss!. The 

little dog looked up at me, then at the shrouded figure bv 
tho tabic, ond suddenly without rhymo or reason, so it 

swmed, throw back bis head and gave vent to a low melan¬ 
choly howl. 

r P’<'< ! ” 6k0 

cticd. What has cono to thco f • 

bw™ cyo looked 

pathetically up to mine. 

“ Perhaps he is crying for his master,” 1 said. ” He must 
miss him. I cannot be Jhe same, at first.” 

is. not that,” she said hurriedly. “Ho, too 
scents misfortune. It is in the air. Outside iS U 
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, , , ANn Tl!E r>:EX?ECTED HAmyS. 

I sT.rvT I'OlUuUy dc'v.itn those 

On tlic liioniiny r llio “])oil5er3 appearance on tu# 
fcvu<' I ro.‘C carlifr tlian ii>ual. }int Jlickoys Jtintlncss 
luiliciiKUcd n»y dcsiro. Jle led tl.c little animal up to my 
door ard encouraged him to signify Iii.-; p'^^nce by a sharp, 
pcreumtriiy bark. Xccdlcss to r.cj, he was at oi\cc admitted, 
and' made* hiras.U at home during the conelasion of my 
toil-.t. 1 had (letr.nninfdi VJ t.'kc bim to and fio to school 
rvfi V informc‘<l hnw of th.it fa'I, h^' uith beau 

held knowingly to one £;d«, end eyes attentive to my every 
movement. For fear he should make a noise, I caned him 
in rnv arnw down the pas.^egc. As 1 pa^^sed Aunt F.-.nnys 
dccr’l was surp.hed to p?c a sheet of paper pinned con-, 
fipicuoiwly upon it. doing up eIo:-;-r I read m large bold 

writing: 

‘ DO NOT KXOCK OH DI.VrrRP., TILL I RlXG.’’ 

The nodr<' surpri ed me. It was not as if she bad been 
out at a d.mce, or even to a concert at the Assenil'Iy Rooms. 

1 wont downstaii-s for brc.dif.wt, and then consulted Bndg^et 

■ Oh "urene of her tantrums likely as not. Sh^ wint to 
bed rally enough' Scarcely stayed t:n mmutca in tho 
drawing-room ! Av cooi.^e. though, there s 

1 looked up from my jwnidge, of wmch the , . 

al-o iiartaking in a scp.arate saucer. Uliat rc.a.on • 
‘•4Tr yon mind, .ms Ro.^aleen. Beet you shouldn 
know what^ biack-bcart-’d treachery there is m the workU 
Thim as has eyes can see, but the blmdncss of most folks 

’"l sairrmore. Fannys tempers and tantrums were of 

such constanToccurrence' that 1 bad ceased to ask 

Any, or none at all. would serve the purpose of 
“ words with her sisters or^myself. 
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BreAkfast 07er» I hastened off with n)y books and my little 
companion to the Academy. It remained stOl in its primi¬ 
tive condition. Two scholars; a Slaster, and a System. But 
fo mo it was still delightful, as were tho3^ two afternoons a 
week dedicated to “topographical instruction." 

I had informed the Chevalier that I was learning French,’ 
and ho immediately added tftal language to bis schedule, in 
order, as he said, that Polypheniia should have equal chances 
of proficiency. 

Pclj-phcmia’s efforts at mastering a foreign pronunciation 
worn enough, he confessed, to make the gods weep, yot he 
tried to drive it into her. English word, then Frenoh word, 
then translation. It seemed to me that her whole physiog¬ 
nomy ^Ti3 concerned with the labour of expression. Eyes, 
nose, lijM, tongue would help in the triumphant splutter of 
Wee, Monrfseer, jt savvj." 

_ PccAsionally she would use the Mongsetr" as prefix 
mslead of the academical “Master.” Then—Oh! the 
tritunplmuk glance at me, or rather at tlio place where her 
nctual vision focussed me. It was as much as to sav, “ Got 
the better of you rtoi time ! ” ^ 

A memorablo day when ebe mastered a first phr.iso of 
salutation. Bong jurt, Morgseer. Bong j^ire, Madcr-m' 

t't., this-present occasion. She spent the 

rest of tlio mommg wreathed in complacent smiles, or gazing 
cntically at her slate on which the words had to bo writtm 
letter by letter to assure memory of their existence. 

French history th.at moniing. Ho 

I n distinct 

lecollection of his saymg it was a senseless and brutal thing 
VVliolesM© murder for which the blessing of tho Almighty was 

knew— blatantly advertised. To tbLo^ who 

1!!“ '3 not good hearing for youit^ 

& of bhm fi* ^Tk Outside, tho 

proX^ j^T- A twitter of bird lifo 

1 "'"d peace. 

tion ^ impatient on that first day of instruc- 

thlS • training. He 

HI addressing him as a new pupU. Ho tied so 
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ftud fluciiUy to ttic lilllc animal tliat inr pen "rcw ullc for 
Ehrrr j"y cf If'tcnin:'. 

It \\a'? ^ W'cducsda}' and. tlicrpfom, (he day for our iraik. 
I’lior Park was to be our dcstuiation. 

“ Can I brin" Liin too ? ” I a^V' d the Chevalier, asHic ab 
la,'t pi'rmittc’d lI;o t)od-.'rr to re-vine a normal attitude. Uo 
ba<! been sit'ing v;}) to hear the V eture. 

*• Ih-ing your d-'g ? Of co\ir.-?. The only permij.siMc 
in (>:euraIor*5 s.ue!i ai ours, is a four-fcotcd ally 

# 

r > 1 li^ 

Polyphcniia sni.Tcd. .She greatly dis-inpiovod of those 
T am sure .d;e v.aa coavinccil that they g.^vc nic an 
unfair advaiitagc over her, arid that my gicaler prolicicncy 
vas rnCi'cly du--'to that f.’'u - 

On Ihij oecasic-n she ventured a protcit. iir said as 1 

couhl eo'iie one of the:.' d.rys. 

Bid I ? XIi ;t was rarjb, or poss.bly a bribe. One oi 
tlio.?o davs ’ may mr.-.n any day in the f.’.r future. Look 
for.v..id to it, Pulynhcjuia, as an incer.tivo ; the laurel wreath 
of eomiu-st crowuiuc f-npreme efforts. Now, away with 
lir.oks and pi pci's. We have linished our studies for to day. 
You will try and rcinem’ er, Polj'phcmio, that lleriy tho 
lir^t did Ju.; coiiqii.r Kny.land at (bo battle of 
And that the niaslerv of a primitive nljr.rn: cf sa.utatio.i docs 
not nccc.^-arily imidy a naatery'of the who.o I-rencb 
languese. Your attitude (Lb morning would Ica.1 an un- 

fiili -htcmd stranger to ruppose it did. . , , • t 

""Mother ^avs sdic don't s >c no iKie in my Icarmn a furi-n 
Bn-.r^e," ob'-crvrd Polyph.-mia,- gathenng up hoo-s .and 
;w!s^Cdl vdiol.sale went of di;er:minalioin Besides 
yc « i-.:t it on as a h‘t:a'y. She says it u amt cr mc.n 

b..Ia).'’n’ up aecoui.t.-. i .t-» t n-'‘’‘':rce 3 

"T ‘' -r’; I I.IVC bc.Vc suvi^ teJ that I T / n..- .-Ces 

thi'isdophcr-s.. You can meet me at onrusual place and time. 
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Poor Pclj-phemw, to crestfallen, and ignorant! And jet, 
I fear, I was too selfish in those days to waste a thought on 
you. ® 

I i)a(lo the Chevalier good-bye i^t Iho Bridge and went 
thoughtfully up to the honso and rang the bell. It was nob 
luiswcred very (imckly. I rang again. Someone came to 

looked up the stops. It was “poor 

" Will you come down this way, miss,” she called. “ I’m 
not fit to open the door.” - 

Bbott ^ wondered what Mickcyxflas 

■ I ran down the steps, and then into the hitohen. Pi^iis of 
-unusual confusion and untidiness met my cye.i on all sides. 
Bridget was nowhere to be seen, nor Mickey, 
la nn^-thing the matter ? ” I asked. 

Sure, tbe toU3o i, upsoy doTO. 

“ mat ? ” 

‘‘Gone—where?” ' 

Nobody know^ Biddy's with Miss Joanns, and Mioiev's 

^0 2 Sid ““ Theresa sbo's lito id 

“ Found out—what ? ” 

bo4n"t*iTho™4”..™* “ ”'>”• I'” 

pinncd“toX dot'“• 

wl '^Tnt » '“■'mg trick ft 

-it C" \ z 

disebTOriei. F^t^f S*toto^lhe ^ 

was there. Only a Utto ono 

to have been suddenly deserted ITmX' *“t”^*^* seeming 

soothing,’’ 
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I pushed oi>on the door. “ What Ovi earth is the Diaticr ? ’J 
1 c 1 it^cj 

'■ J^’hut the door for goodness' sake ! " eielaimed Aunt 
Theresa “ "'c don't \\\:nt the whole house coming in ! 
Joanna, Jo try and compose yourself. What on earth is 

the good of going on like that I ” , . , , , 

Lilt ‘'he might as well have spoken to the bedpost. Joanna 
was Iving on the big bed they shared, her face swollen and 
Ftained with crying, lier h.air nil loosened and hanging about 
1 or neck. A pitiful dLstr-nught object! , 

“There, thcie, Jliss .Ioanna, don’t take on so, tnod 
Ibid-'ot, who v.as applying eau-de-Cologne, and smcJltng' 
Mlts%nd con.-oUtioi^altern.itcIy. “ What s the good at 
nil ' alrUinij yourself sick, an iipscttin us all. 

Then e^'.ught ol n.c. Cllo.y bo ! Mi.s Tl.crcso, 
wl.o's coin' to pet the lunch? It must be ni^on one 
o'eloekf ii -Miss Kosalocn is hpre, an not a puiTny^skiuncd 

Ymi must co-Lridget. Ml see to her. Joanna. Jo for 
goodness' sake try and stop crying. T''rrify!ng the 
Ml! Surely you don't want the whole house to know of our 

l)i.Ccc* Yc-^. it dlsgrrxe;' moaned Aunt Joanna, 
iningmcil. Eriilgct, handing 

A„nl Theresa. - lH l^'c to come down, and ma.ro caevnea. 
1 can say you're ill, Th-resa ‘ I T^on’t be loft 

round the room. ^ ! One m bad as tlio 

ncv° bold my bead up again m the place 1 

^yo:win. -Ij, y^.J- 
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“ It‘s not his fault. It’s her’s. Tho deceitful, trickinc: 
lying wretch ! ” 

She pronounced each word viciously os she dabbed her 
swollen eyelids with a damp handkerchief. Ho—he—was 
always a poor weak fool, and she gob round Ijini. Sho was 
jealous, Thoresar—you know sho was. Jealous tiiat—that 1 
was to be married first.'* 

‘‘ Well, you needn’t be envying her if she has taken pro- 
ccdcnce, said Aunt Theresa. “A Borry bod she’s made 
for hers^f Kever yet did a bad rcUou bring any good of 
Itself. We know what sho is. We’ve had twenty-two years 

wee^a ” ^ Oliver when he's Imd as many— 


“ that do me ? " moaned Aunt Joanna. 

Rly last chance and all! And I was fond of him, Theresa • 

I ‘*r I said he’d never cared for any 

woman 03 he did for~iu© 1 '* ^ 

Aunt Theresa. “ They'ro all 
Roymg the same things, and meaning none of them. Now 

after a., Z 

all^wr 

Olillr ! S™'- f And wit!, Captain 

;; How <M you know t " snapped A,mt Theresa 

IVo mTtlLmToSliww LTS 

np then, by the SydSySolf“•»'*'!;!"!!: and one* 
I did not liko to teU yon/’ but 

awn ^sterdTy "cn/r™” 

and oU the timt!_'- ‘ iUiaas-hcr njessage- 

‘‘ V “'««■* 


A CAXEY UVE. 


R8 

lus tnotlior tlunip??. I Tva« dctcimined she should know the 

f.ltaii’.ofuJ tiiik. U he dares to take her tkero—as his wife 
• ) 

"Arc th''}' iinrriid' ’ I qucslioncd. “Could they he? 

Already ? ’ . i i • 

l-’or to Juy ipnoi'.'.ncc H sccmr<l impo>''iljle that so no- 

lor'ar.t n:ul duiicuit a thing the maniage ceremony ‘ 

conltl U' pi; nued and carried out in this abrupt faslnoii. 

Bv now, 1 cxp'ft they arc,' L;'.id Aunt Theicsa. ‘ ^ho 

left .1 hater raying fo ” : 

" ' Ivo^i tiiv;' 3 oHice ! ’’ cried Aun^ Joanna. A n<co 

dhlv'ri'de-.ajnl corner cff..'r for a Lc S'uir U> be mhed up 
v.it'*.: Oh. my head! it's jv..t d:stwetcd. \\ nat on 

ear'h 1 11 do, noodn^ss only kno'.val” 

Thus fho made her n^. Ti:u 3 camo to me the 
rcv' l.ttion of human trc.a' 1 i?ry and hy{X)ensy, such as shadow 
many a domcct.o homlh. Iht by bit the wlmle soubd 
l.orv c.n.c out. Ivl^ad vanned .t t„t!, wouu.-. ul nu I. 
Sho'luiil t'oiio up to tier room atli-r dmnjr, prclcnilin? sl.o 
liu'l 1 Ijr.rJiclic. Tlion cb.nnstd into a Malkuig-clr.ss, I).u.IiC 
a sia.ill lianclb.-ig ti.tli a fow nrcersirics, and slipped out o^ 

till, h„ii.io. Slio left iicr 1 . 0 X packed ...d lock d, to 

fivt on ” when ?l:o should foiward andrete. dln^ was mo 
cool mr.-..a2e appended us postscript to the mformaiicn in 

her letter: 

» 

*■ I am''n-ihjnKV>jtolcm'inUdl 
me led. cj.'t.r all. 

PP, ,„rcr lay tl.ro c^tb: 

;:'h"^n;rbcat‘d™c!;rb;r depi m. Vc trunk ^ 

iSa'^.kcd Str^cd 

(loorgo Olitcr. Cn the ,1,.. t nn^'onc 


X T »rol diked and distTUSieu romiy luj 
Jluch aa I . ..Jaured her traitress, robber 

inwginat.on could not li 1;,eonic, only 

< her sister 3 linH-lKi-^ po, i,ot tor one 


'Hied ^itli oVilX 

S 
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moment did I believe sbe loved this man. Only slie did not 
V'rtiit her sister to have him. That was the simple trutli. 
Th.at was wh&t Bridget had .seen, and what I had dimly 
suspected. It was ^Yhat Aunt Joanna herself liad now to 
acbiov.lcdge in sliame and bitterness of betrayal. 

That was a tcrriblo d;!y. A landmuk in my young 
memory. 

I did not go out for my walk, and when the Clicvalicr 
called to know the reason I slipj)ed downstairs to say there 
was illness m the bouse and I had not the heart to leave 
my aunts. He asked no questions. Ho only looked at my 
face; disturbed and tearful I know it mrut have been. 

"Troubles come to all, my child," he said gcntlj’. “I 
regret they ai’e ill-mamrcred enough to pay yon so early a 
visit. I shall hope to see you to-morrow. Me.antirac, be of 
good cheer if you con. What has haj»pcncd cannot happen 
again, if that is any consol.alion.” 

In a way it was. I said it to myself over and over again. 

This, at all events, could not re-happen. This Uorriblo 
day, this tragedy of tears and trcacherv and sljamo. 

Worn and exhausted poor Aimt Joanna foil ash-ep at last. 
Tired out with excitement Aunt Theresa threw herself on 
the couch. Xo reply had come to that telegram, nor any 
news of the eloping couple. 

“ And what on earth to tell them downstairs I don’t 
know ! ” cried Aunt Theresa desperately. “ Tho news will 
be all over Bath to-morrow, for certain. A nice disgrace, 
and wc—thought so much of! Surely a judgment will full 
on Fanny for this I She deserves it if ever anyone did! ” 

I slipped away and out of the room, wondering what 
exactly a “ judgment ” w.os, and if it always did faH on thoso 
who deserved't. 

I found my poor forgotten little dog scratching forlornly 
at my door. I took him up in mv arms and together wo 
went up to the attics, I felt I must tell Madame Odyllo 
that her presenUment of evil to fall on Ibo household bad 
indeed been verilicd. 


00 


CHAPTER XH. 


I.N WHICU SPRING-TIME BECALLS 1 ROMANCE OF VIOLETS. 

MAHAMK Odvile listened to niy story in absolute silence. 

I could but suppose she had felt too sure of her j)resenti- 
inent to be surprised at its truth, ^^hcn at last I Paid, “I 
vondcr how you knew ? ” sho gave a long, deep sigh. 

We mortals are vciy dense as long as the physical side 
i.T of paramount importance. But somctinies accident kills 
out one function, and quickens another. It is only since I 
was cut ofi from the outer world that I have discovered there 
is an inner and more satisfying one. Civilization, huiuati 
(om]>aniouship. are not of vital necessity. Tlic littleness of 
mere existence becomes more evident every day one cxist:<.” 

This was a little deep for me. But she had strange moods, 
tiii.'i strange woman. And I had learnt to wait on them, or 
t heir explanation, with the interest of au explorer in a strange 

1.10(1. ««mi • 

it all lool;s so trivial to me,” she went on. Iins 
human pother over vanities, gains, success ! No true feeling 
is ill anv way concerned with the sordid tragedies of this 
world. Vour aunt simply accepted marriage as a means to 
an end. Her sister set herself to avenge wounded vanity 
bv outwitting her. Neither of them stand out well in the 
matter. But-Joanna-is it not ? wiU bo tho happier of 

the two. As for tho man-” , , , , • 

irilie made a gesture of contempt. A weak fool playing 
fast and loose with inclination and honour. Men of his sort 
only judge by externals. To them women arc toys. Some¬ 
thin" to give presents to; to dress, adore, flatter. But the 
BOuC the heart, play no part in any of tbcfe atlrAclions. 
Thev deny resiionsibility though they exact it. A poor 
bargain tiiis girl has made. Little she rcclis of it-or he. 

I wondered how she could foretell that ? Did one read 
the future bv the present, adding fact to f.ict, possmg from 
V liiit had been to what might ? It seemed very myslenous. 
this faculty of insight, or rather it Bcemed so then. In tho 
5 'ears t(^ come I also was to learn that there were more 
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things in heaven and earth ” than ordinary vision focueced, 
or material minds concemed themselves to discover. 



A long, gloomy week followed Fanny’s elopement. Aont 
Joaima took to her bed, and spent unprofitable hours in 
alternately bewailing her own fate and abusing the marplot 
whom she blamed for it. Suffering mart^w, deeply wronged 
and injured woman, was her pose. I grew a little weary of 
those endless jeremiads, those prophesies of disaster to the 
sinner. 

To my young ideas the Iioiise and homo were well rid of 
Fanny. Her tempers and tanlnims had been a perpetual 
source of disturbance. Now we were happily free of both 
presence and disturbance. But Joanna hugged her grievance 
as if she loved it. Dressed it up in many forms. Toured 
out Cassandra-like lamentations one moment, congratulated 
herself on a “ happy escape ” the next. It would have been 
amusing had it not been so tragic, for imdoubtedly sho 
suffered in pride if not in affection. And she still maintained 
it was her “ last chance.” 

I, with childhood's happy faculty for ignoring what doc.«? 
not absolutely affect its own wellbeing, was inwardly delighted 
at the thought of rcleaso from the household tyrant. Sho 
uas gone for ever I told mj’sclf. She could never dare show 
her face here again. We had got rid of her effectually, and 
life would settle dortu into a pleastantcr groove. 

^ shows how supremely ignorant I was of Life, 

^d of Oman, that factor of Fate and marplot of human 
dcstuucs. 


The Chevalier had respected my silence on the sensational 
drama played beneath our roof. But I learnt that Bath- 
g)ssjp was still true to its tradition.';, and that both Pump. 

“ore or less garbled versions of 
the beautiful Hiss Le Slur ” to narrate. 

at Stories, so I gave him facts. No one ha»3 
doing so. My own improved spirits helped 
^ to read my opimons mto the oicurrence. To me it 
meant ^cater freedom, and the escape from a bully. It also 
elevated my ^sition m the household. Fanny h^ decreed 
Uehen baaishmcnt, and for peace sake it h J been carried 

Sn.,7 ^ 2 ^ JVM permitted to take my meals in tho 

parlotit, and n'cn'the Dodgir had the run of the house. 
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The ilining-room and lat« dinners were, of course, still too 
“ grown up ’ for my participation. I remember, however, 
being waylaid by “ Ringlets ’’ one day, and entreated to tell 
what really had happened. There were so many versions of 
tlie elopement storj*. I evaded her curiosity as well as I 
could. I, too, felt that the ‘‘ honour of the family ” meant 
something to one who had Irish blood in her veins, and Irish 
pride lo uphold it. 

As brieHv as possible I simply echoed Aunt Theresa’s 
version. The engagement had been broken off by Joanna, 
and the younger sister had offered to console tho wounded 
affections of the rejected suitor. Tliey had preferred to 
leave Bath immediately after the m.arriagc. 

For they were inanied safe enough. The ceremony had 
t:'ken place the very morning of the elopement at the Regis¬ 
trars office in the town. Fanny had been a married woman 
tliat evening v>hen she had flaunted her iccklcssucss in my 


face. 

Of course, Miss Walcott had her own opinion, and equally, 
of course, kept it in spite of my lame explanations. But 1 
li;ul done my best, and so I told the Chevalier. He laughed 

i 1 

‘•'Voiir best stands for as bad as can be,” he said. “Xo 
woman is put off the scent of another woman's deliqiiencics 
by anything short of prison walls. Even then she would 
try to bribe the warder's for information. 

■■ W'erc you ever married ? ” I asked bluntly. 

“ (U Dicu / \Vhat a question ! No, and yet again a 
thousand times—no! I love all women too well and ono 
woman not—enough, to link their fate to one so untoward 


as inv orvii. 

‘•One n'<,man not—e)ioiigh'' sounded str.riige to my ears. 
And his face had allered as ho said it. It grew very sad, 
and very gr.ivc. We were walking, and the day was lovely 
:»« some of those early d.ays of February were. Lp to tho 
hciglits went those laughing e^'c-s of hb; laughing no longer. 
Afar-on the circling hills where all was gold and green 
about the great Vathek monumeut-they seemed to sco 
bumeliiing I could not see. 

At such times I had learnt to hold my peace and wait 
on his mood. Ifo was back in some other life, with other 


interests, memories, in which 1 had had no part. 
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Side by side v:c Tralkcd, saying notbing; skirting TcM- 
palbs green with budding hedges. The sound of watcr-rills 
was in my cars, and birds’ notes, and a lark s gay song rising 
higher and higher to those heights where wc were bound. 
The spring was at hand. Her promise dear os the clear 
skies, and sweet as the bii-ds’ notes. “ No more grey days, ’ 
I told myself. “ No more cold and gloom.” I looked from 
hedge to hedge, and noted the young buds and the young 
leafage wilb a sudden thrill of joy. I had caught sight of 
a clump of snowdrops, and near by. hiding in a mossy nook, 
violet?. Those lovely, shy, sweet violets that come aa 
heralds of the spring time. 

Down I went on my knees and began to gather them. 
Not many, just a few to convince myself they were the 
messengers of good things to come. As I rose he was stand¬ 
ing, watching me; that far-off look gone, but not the sadness. 

“Violets,” be said. “Strange you should gathering be 
tliem 5 they were in my thoughts.” 

1 offered them to him, but he shook his head. 

“ No, child, what should I do with flowers. They grow 
for women, and adorn women. Uen only use them on 
messengers. Ouco—long ago—a hundred years or so, there 
lived a man who was foolish enongh to nourish a certain 
romantic passion for a beautiful lady. He had never spoken 
to the ladj’. Ho knew her only as the world sho adorned 
Imow her. But ho threw his heart at her feet, end buried 
it in—* violets.’ Every night he sent that message; carried 
by the sweet breath of the humblest flower that grows. 
Whether slio heard the message, or understood, he never 
Icamt. A day came and she—was not. That is how the 
story end.s. 'That is what the violets tell him every spring 
they bloom afresh.” 

I listened breathlessly to the story. Ho spoke rapidly, hi.s 
eyes on the flowers. 

“ What the violets tell him ? ” I said. “ Wlien the story 
ended, there were no more violets ? ” 

“The story ended when there was no longer a beautiful 
and adored lady to send them to. It was the best thing ib 
could do. Toeud. There was no other possibility. Besides, 
the unfintshed things of life can never bore us. They have 
all the charm that we imagine, without the disenchantment 
we might realize.’* 


r 
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“ Violets,” I repeated. “ A elory of riolets ... I 
heard another story, not long ago. It was also about— 

^ “There are many I have no doubt,” he said. Let us 
walk on. I am neglecting my duty. I shou d be telling 
vou tho story of a mans ambition, not his lolly. 

And then briefly he related to me that wonderful talc ot 
Eastern imagery and mysticism, which won even Byrons 
praise and bos owned two centuries of fame. 

^ It was beautiful up on those green heights. 

I had learnt to study the city and its surroundings from 
many points of view, but always tho wide area visible from 
anv of the hill-tops delighted me afresh, and were new object. 

i,, thB history of the pl.^e. Thus kuouMge and 
admiration grew into warmer likmg, and deeper »ntcres . 

TIic wooded escarpment of Beacon Hill, the ' 

coronet of Kdston. the ascent of Hampton, or 
the foliuged front of Beechon Cliff, all these I know. Coouh,. 
Down, and tliafc strange, queer, artificial-looking Bair 

^ Ttfold";™ glowed with tho glomour of Fecrie, 

nothing in tho world or in life was unbcautiful, oi couui 

‘'^r^n"ottht to thank the gods, or what stood for theur 
ia my p.agan heart, for .sending me such a teacher J 




CHAPTER XIII. . 

IN WniCn AUNT JOANNA IS REAWAKENED TO AN 

INTEREST IN I.IFE, 

As far as I can remember it was a wcel: or ten days later that 
A\mt Joanna “ tunicd her face from the wall,” Vashed and 
dressed, and came back to her right mind. 

Aunt Theresa had put aside the sewing machine, and the 
neat piles of cambric and embroidery. The little parlour 
was swept and garnished, and made bright with flowers, and 
I was told to use it fdr “ preparing studies.” if I wished. 
I would be company for Aunt Joanna who still shunned the 
drawing-room, or the possible sympathy of the rest of tho 
household. 

She spent her time in reading novels which I, or Mickey, 
fetched from the circiJating library, or writing pages of 
virulent abuse to Fanny—who had sent for her box. Tho 
unworthy lover was treated with silent contempt. Finding 
me a passive listener she used to enlarge upon her grievances. 
Relate how much she had dono for tho traitress who had 
robbed her of happiness and a prospeclivc' home. Go over 
days of childhood and youtli; of shared pleasures, averted 
punishment; assistance in minor flirtations when to “ play 
gooseberry ” had been uninteresting, but conventional. 

Sometimes tlieso recitals bored me; sometimes they 
amused. At others I wondered how a sensible middle-aged 
woman could make such a fuss over a love aflair. 

She colled it a last “ chance.” I maintained there would 
bo others. She had only to rouse herself and pluck up 
courage, and go on with life as she had dono before this 
catastrophe. I felt inclined even to suggest that she would 
h^avo no rival to fear now; that there might be other Captain 
Uhvers to captiue. It appeared, however, that the Bath 
season Ifas dran-ing to a close. At least, so far as balls 
and gaieties were concerned. Also sho dcelamd herself 
unable to show up at any public ceremony after tbo “dis¬ 
grace mflicted upon her. 

^ One evening I w <\3 willing up the morning’s instruction 
1 ? of applying “ tho uses of Life to tho Humanities 

thereof. The Chevalier had talked them to us for the beet 
part of an hour, but forbidden an iuimcdialo recapitulation* 
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'• Let tliem simmer down in the pot-au-feu of memory, 
fiifants. I am not sure of their culinary value. If they pivo 
forth any essence of experiment you can distil it for your 

ov.'n sjitisfacT^ at home.” , . , . n • • i 

I had kept enough of quaint paradoxical talk m my mind 

to l-c able to write a resume of it later, and it was this that 

Aunt Joanna was curious about. I tried to explain the 

Masters system. She said she had never heard of g-rls 

Ix'ing taught in such an extraordinary fashion. How many 

Jill nils were there ? 

•• Two,” I informed her. i i wi 

“ Only two! The*i it can t be much of a school. \\ hy 

h.is Theresa sent vou there ? ” 

Sh' started off on the track of the Chevalier. His nation¬ 
ality life, n-putation and character. Was he a proper sorb 
r.f teacher ’ ^ What was the school like ? W ho was my 
Wlovv-stmlent ? Her pertinacity vexed me, licsides being a 
disturbing influence. 1 wanted to got on with my essay on 
i)\(> not disotiss them. 

,„rt ot ■ Wh^Sdsl.c ? 

..ipl,er„.g c.pac,ty 1 ,p<,ak a littio 

,euit t It 

Wh/rc^ .hat list of ,auhicc,s yo« 1™-, 
Itosaleen ? You showed it of foolscap 

Schedule of studies, 

appointed and directe d by the Ahe mancoasicr Academy. 

President and Founder: 

The Chevalier Terence Theophrastus O’Phauglmossy, 

j^^f/ioQ of 
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Tlien followed tho classification of these studies. They 
made a fortuidablo list. 

Aunt Joanna seemed impressed. “ Rut Rosalcen says 
there’s only one other student besides lierself.” 

Oh, it’s early days,” said Aunt Theresa. “ And tho 
fewer they ate tho more attention Ih^v'll get,” she added. 

The discussion was here interrupted by the appearance of 
Mickey Donovan. 

“ If yo plaze, Miss Theresa, Aunt Biddy wants ye in the 
Idtchca a minnit. ‘ Poor Mary's ’ havin’ a fit, or something, 
leastways we can't do nothin’ wid her.” 

“A fit!” Aunt Theresa and Joanna jumped up and 
rushed downstairs. Mickey looked at me and I at him. 

” I said that," he remarked, ” to let thim down aisy. It’s 
a little dhrop she’s aflUcr lakia’. Not the first time 
either.” 

” A—little drop ? ” I was puzzled. 

He made a significant gesture. At the same moment \\ji\t 
Joanna came back. 


Run for a doctor, Mickey! ” she commanded. “Tho 
girl s breathing her last. Hiirrv, for goodness’ sake * ” 

Slic pushed him towards the door, and followed lum down 
the passage. “ There’s one just round the corner of Johnston 
strwt. Doctor Merivde. I’ve seen the plate on Lis door. 
Tell him to come at once.” 


I came out also. The ” Humanities ” seemed doomed to- 
n>ght. Is she very ill, Aunt Joanna ? ” 

••Slie’s gas,jng and breathing in the most awful wav. 
Can t si^ook. JSo. don t go do^. You might lx‘ frightened:” 

T.Ar I foH ^-ork was impossible. 

In about five or six minutes Mickey returned with the doctor. 

I went to the door when I heard the bcU. I saw a tall, dark 


i< patient? ” he enquired. 

The two disappeared round the bend of the stone stair* 

an U eot thaWto of mo 

■Urisln of T “ “S'tafcd group, and than a sudden 

tri^ad tt:rr„fo«fr “ 
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After a moment’s examination he rose. “ Bring me a jug 
of water," ho said. 

Someone—Biddy, I think—obeyed him with ail Iiasto. 
From where I stood I caught sight of what looked an almost 
brutal ac::on. He raised “ ix>or Mary's’’ head with one 
strong arm and dashed the eouteuts of the jug full in her 
face. 

There was a shriek, and a struggle. Then the girl sat up, 
and glared wildly round her. The doctor stood back. 
“She's drunk.” he said. “ GVt her to bed.” 

Bid<ly c.xclaimed. Mv aunts gave horrihed denial. Ihe 
doctor simply put down the jug. and turned to go. I beat 
n hasty retreat up-stairs and into the parlour. The Dodger, 
roused’ by the commotion, rose fiom the hearthrug and 
approached me enquiringly. Voices sounded, r.iid the 

doctor and Aunt Joanna carue in. , , , 

“ I can’t believe it.” she was saying. ’ Sueu a good, hard¬ 
working glH. and we give no beer.” 

Ho laiigbcd. A cj’uical, some what unpleasant IrtHgh. 
“That's of no consequence,” lie said. “If they want 
drink they get it. Besides, it's not beer that's the matter 
with licr. It’s whisk}*.” 

Amit Joaiuia gave a horrified diMlaimer. “ Oh, arc }-bU 
‘"lie eLreV'round'for to “It's in tlie hall.” I ro- 
“ Ah. thank you.” Hi-s eyes turned again to Aunt Joanna. 

“ iut'hcVu7o f Sr ; iZ her rnd. “SV her pulse. 

“ I thought so. Run down; nervous excitement. Some 

l.nnd, and a.ood looking a1 her. Tl.o 
colour came back to her f-icc and hp.". A hot iicrvou. flush. 
“ T m finite well now, Dor-tor Mcrnale. _ 

“ you're lot,” he said craphatioaUv.^ “ You re hv.ns on 

^irloldltion, What-s heen the 
”'lll."ans«er she burst into a flood of hysterical tears. He 


A GREY LU’E. 


OD 

said no more. Shn|i]y walked up and down t)io room, wait* 
ing till slic eliould have exhausted hcTi^lf. I went to the 
mantelpiece, took up the bottle of suielliug-saJts, and gavo 
it to her. Ho nodded approvingly. 

Jn a few moments Aunt Joanna recovered. She sat up, 
dabbing her eyes with a handkerohief, and tried to explaui 
affairs. He cut her stammered excuses short. “ I know, I 
Icnow. Non-ous shock; debilitated coaditicas. Too much 
tea, too little exercise. No jMoper sleep. La-situde, deprea* 
Sion, loss of appetite. Vou <l better let me take charge of 
you, or you II have a breakdown.’' 

“ Take ebarge of me ! ” Aunt Joanna w.as fluttered and 
cgitatcd. 

Yes j look after you for a while. You want rousing. 
Jangled, unstnmg. that’s how you are. Another mouth of 
It and you’d be a chronic invalid.” 

She gas»K:d ‘ I know I vo felt ill and wrclebcd for some 
time past. But I put it down to—to mental worry’.” 

And jiray doesn’t mental worry lead to corrcspondiim 
phy'sical troubles? Oh, you women! Irrational idiots, 
that 3 w mt you arc. most of you! Leading repressed un* 
natunU hyes; atrophying muscles, nerves, heart; playiuc 
tricks with .\ature, careless of her teaching. Ah, you’re 

calmer now. Well, listen. You’ve got to do what *I tell 

you unless you want to have that breakdown.” 

Her eyes were rather pitiful. Those weak, sliort-sicbtcd 
eyes about which Fauny had so often tcazed her. 

1 don t want that, doctor.” 

I suppose not. You’ve got eo much sense left. Well, 

something. ^Dri^t u 
gla^s of hot milk and go to bed. ]f you can’t sleep, read 

some luce, prosy abstruse book till you do. Your brain 

won t take it m, but it will have a soothing effect upou it. 

fLTl V take a brisk walk, uphill bv choice, and 

fih^D In the allcrnoon, 

flhop. go to a concert, call on friends, rouse up your cnergicu 

n some way. A week of this life and I guarantee you’ll not 
look the droopmg d,,iry.do.™.diUy ctoat^e you dofo n g. '■ 
Her face enn^ued. Sbo was not used lo such plain 

® H 'i .. 
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*• 1 don't mind if you're angry/' be said. “ I want to put 
poiue feeling into you. Anything's better tli.a n stagnatio n. 

Ciood-byp.” . Tx,.- I , 

He bold out Ids hand, and she gare him Iier s. I think she 

M 13 too bewildered for speech. I went ovit to the hall and 

..pened the front door. He gare me one of hii professional 

You look a sensible child. How old .are you ? 

‘•Twelve; nearly thirteen.” ■ 

“ finph ' Too young to be confided m. Still, if there s 
been any love nonsense going on here youd know. Jfas 

there ? ’’ 

•Do you mean an engagement . 

“ Vcs.‘ Wasn’t it here, from this house, that .a young Uly 
ran off with her sisters lover? 

-Vcs. .She was my mint. 

And this lady I have been adviMiig is also- 

*• Also mv aunt,” I said. . , , -r i i i 

“ I’mph ' ” He stood a moment at the door as if iloliher.it- 
i„.r “ Well you heard what I said. Kveiyone can help in 
.. case of this sort. She requires to be roused, amused, taken 
unt of herself. Fine-looking woman too,’ he nilded, as if to 
i- 'If “Well III look in to-morrow about the same time. 

' nt"m- her out of tho house. Don’t let her mojy, or hivod 
oWr^a brolccn lieait that's only cracked after .ml. ’ 

Kc went awav then, a brisk energetic Itgiirc of a man, who 
|,:ul brought a new element of cxeitement into Ibe stagnant 

^*^1 wonrijack to find Aunt Joanna telling Aunt Theresa all 
llmt he had said about her. She saw herself once more a.s a 
C mtr d figure of interest. Someone who was under medical 
alul n-qoi-cl .special attention. The disaster of “ poor 
J\1 vi-v ” was^quite forgotten. Joanna went in to .as 

c. old that niglii ; eat in the dra\vitig-rcK»m afterwards, and 
Lve I w L with the General and his wife. Most as oni.,. 
ing of ad, 1 found her w.iiting for me neat morning m the hall 

when I was stalling lor school. .• » “ v,..« 

• I walk part of tho way with you, aha aaal. \ m 
rcaifiiihov ]>otlor Jfcrivale saiij,! vva, to liavo cxerii.c. 

Tam afrai.l I <1 k 1 not w. laome tho proa|K>t t o licr oo.n- 
r.vMioiiihii. for [ war afraid that Ilia i of acadanuo 

dodn'dlu '.night not preaent a ocy d.hm-t.ve appoaniueo 


A GREY LIFE. 


101 


in her eyes. But the Fates willed otherwise, for at the 
CJomer of tho High Street who should we meet but the doctor 
striding towards us with the energj’ of manhood and muscloe, 
<( J?® ^stopped us, giving hearty welcome to his patient. 

Dont go through the town. Come along with mp. I’m 
bound for Bathvrick Hill. That'll be a breather for you. I 
said hilh, didn’t I ? ” 


And Aimt Joanna who had always declared she hated hills, 
went meekly airay with this brusque tyrant, and relieved of 
fear I hastened to the Academy: 
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IN WUICn A FIRS! PARTING BECOilES M03IEXT0r3. 

Memory calls a bait here. It seems as if life must have 
rolled on from day to clay, and \rcck to week, mth a regu- 
Jdiity needing no specific mention. 

J know I was happy; occupied; interesteef. 

At the beginning of ApiU, Aunt Theresa gave me another 
rlicque for the Chevalier, only remarking it was a pity he 
couldn't include music. 

f told him this. His answer was characteristic. “ I could 
include it. Rut who will provide the instrument ? ” 

Of course, that settled it. There was no piano in the 
O DjiscoIl household, and no OJeans of hiiing one under the 
straitened couclilion.s of the Chevalier's finances. So that 
branch of my education had to wait on the future prosperity 

of the Academy. , , ^ 

Meanwhile the lovely spring Lrouglit fresh deJignts. 
Rambles, picnics, bo.ats on the river. A wider knowledge of 
districts; romantic villages, queer old inns, and older churches. 

I bc'^an to know them all. Swainswick (whicli '3 supposed 
fo bc^p con option of Swineswick, and the place where Bladud 
fc. i ved as a swineherd); Cliarkombc. in whose church Fielding 
was moiried; Bat!iami)ton, and Clavciton. Trior Park of 
Ralph Allen renown and various consequent vicissitudes, 
^lidford, where once lived William Smith of geological fame 
Lijni.lc v..Stoke, that loveliest of valleys; St. Catherine, with 
its beautiful old manor-house, and Cattle Combe moat 

t.vnui.jite of viUagc.s. _ ir r,K 

To say I loved these excursions is to say not half cnougl) 

of what they meant to me, -^r of the importance they gave 

to Somerset as a county, and Bath as its centre of interest. 

Looking back on those dap, I ask ni>'SeIf Low it Vf&s I 

never wondered at my companion s choice of companionship 7 

Why I took it for grahlcd that just '• we two should share 

valiis, and talks and explorations ? '-Tl'-t/t never seemed 

bfrango for a man to devote himself to a child and make her 

young life at once the most dcI.'shUul and romantic ol 

mcniQiics. 


A GREY LIFE. 


103 


But it (1 h 1 not seem unnatural or unusual until he niiulo it 
BO. As May drew on apace the city grew vc-ry hot. Possildy 
those boiling springs which make Bath fr.uious as a health 
resort have a corresponding penalty when the smninor drives 
her visitors to cooler retreats. Aunt Theresa's boarders had 
all left. Some for London houses. Some for foreign travel. 
Some for cooler regions and more bracing air. 

She began to talk of shutting up the hoiLsc and going to 
Wales. It apijcared they generally went there for July atwl 
August. My holidays were alluded to, and I questioned tlio 
Master. We were taking one of our usual w^ilks. I Imd 
reason to remember it. 


*• Of course, you must go if they wish it." Ije said. You've 
worked well. You deserve a rest. I'll set vou a rourjc of 

rcarliiig for tlie ne.xt two months. After that-” 

Ho looked at me somewhat sadlv. 

“We will come back.” I said. ‘‘And school will le/jhi 
again, and perhaps thcro'll be more pupil."'. ’ 

The old humorous twinkle flashed into his eves. “ The 
Academy could do with them. But, I am not honeful of 
ro-openii’g it, at all.” 

“Oh. don't say that!” I entreated. “What should 1 
do t I could never bear to go to a regular rchcol after— 
aft<‘r this ! ’’ 


That shows what harm I’ve done! My eliild. if vou ever 

learn anjihing of tlje true inwardness of things, l ou ll learn 
they never rem.iin stationary. They progre.«... or livak ofT. 
1 111 afraid our Ac.adcmy wUl not—progress.” 

I was silent because I could find no avords. The whole 
world had become suddenly blank. A desert stretched where 
roses had bloomed. For nearly six months we lied been 
constantly together. I had been as wax in the hands of n 
modeller; takmg .all views of life from the standpoint of his 

plulosophy. Aow- ^ 

“Ah, don't weep, my dark Rosalcen,'’ he said. “I am 

aro in question. Tell me. 
mljv consider you were getting value for your 

money or r.atbcr your good aunt's money, all this time ? ” 
ti 11 ’ * course, ’ I stammered. 

hotch-potch of philosophy, romanticism. 

coruidprwl rhodomontade, an educalion, 

considered educationally ? Sentences you couldn’t compt*: 
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Iii'inl, words you couldn't sjicll. p)ulo^p!»y you would never 
letjuirc, drawn from PijKricnccj you could never uuder- 
^land! Ivdth, darlinjr, you must liavc csprcssod lljc iuno- 
oonCe of an anscl, and the truit of a babo in arms to let mo 

liik-' you in! ” , , u 

TaH-r me in! Were the heavens f.dung and lliC earth 

criiinl'liug at my Wt, 

*■ V> hat do you nie.m ? I ciLd passionately. \* by do. 

you fav such true) things ? ' . ..t 

‘ I don't know.-’ he said bitterly. And then jgajn, I 
.lon't know. I don't want to be cruel, child. Lut some 
kimliicss looLs like that. Ask youriclf if this sort of thing 
roulil continue ? You must feel it could not. Xno next 
three voarj of your life dcnnnd careful training and cducat- 
i,ic • the so-. icly of youth and sex surli as your o^ni. ^ho 
i'ln i to stop between vou and what is lest for you ? To have 
vour beautiful eyes turn on me v.ith reproach, mslcad of 
faith ! Ow aoquaiiitajK*os!)ij) bc*gan oclilly, contiiiuca maul 3 \ 
and must tcrniinato guddcnlv. Tiiis is our last walk, my 
di ar little puj'il. To-morrow I return to my ouii land. 
I'o'ituno has turned her wheel. In other wortl.^ one of my 
v. lativcs has llmught lit to die and leave me a legacy, it 
notlu impoitaiit legacy. But I can pay off hr wor hy 
O Biiscoll, close the doors of my Academy, and taste Iho 

jovs of civilized life once more. 

Jlc paused. I think he iiad talked on to g.vc me oppor. 
tuiiity of regaining self-command. ho cea^d sj^akmg 
I tried to eousid.er liim uud-r new auspices. I knew he had 
b'cii pcnir. mi.-trablv poor, but then he look it so much as 
ji inaUcr of course that 1 not troubled to pity one who 
.,.,xr .-rn-.od lo-rliy I.in.-Olf. Vet. 11.= M oI forUuic and 

iv'p^. tabilitv set mv fancy Icainng to another „ 

in.t-ifVou are- r!d,. von can po whoa- V™ ’ 

I d ied catc.riv, •• Wl.y cl,ou!d.. ! vou return here ; do jou 

li'.f.iii to live in Trelaud al'.NaV^ ’ r>!w— 

He Inunlicd. [ mean to i.vc in no f»-.n O. or plMO 
'i!u I was born under a roving slur, 1 th.nk. 1 mo ti 
lic f^;-ovor ™ tiic move. No-Inot O'^cr m 
InJand llwn my alT.dra re.,uin- Tlirn Itiuko vi «e m.a 
nnain, I liavo li.o no-ltal;/:., of He I n,.,..-varo, and the Caf a 
i„ ,nv aonl, Tiosaleen ; Ihal Imlf of n:v '™d ''I' H ^ 
French heritatje. if tl.e goda made me a avandercr thej also 
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Wessctl me with an understanding of wliere and liow lo 
wander. The sweetest memories of my life ore bo>md up 
with Raris. It was there a star dropped to earth for me, 
and—I—ever since have sought it sorrowing with the dim 
candle of infatuation.” 

The Lady of the Violets ? ” I said suddenly. 

“You remember that storj' of the Fool Enaut and bis 
heart ? ” 

“ He threw his heart at her feet and buried it in violets,” 
I quoted softly. “ And she never knew.” 

*■ Oh, she knew,” he said cj-nically. ‘ All women know 
Vhen men arc fools, and to what extent they can play on 
their folly.” 

“ .And arc you going to Paris lo look for licr t ” 

“ Perhaps.” 

We relapsed into silence. Again I thought of tliat other 
etoiy. Of the lonely woman in the attics writing, writing, 
in loneliness and despair. Weaving always those beautiful 
sad fancies. She too must have heard of the romance of 
the violets. But I said nothing, my thoughts were too con* 
fused. Besides I could not disentangle them from the threat* 
ened grief of his desertion. 

“ And—after Paris ? ” 

He gave me a quick, surprised look. 

“ After ? I haven't gone further—yet.” 

“ You nxight come back to England ? Here ? ” T hazarded, 

“ If I came to England, I should certainly come here.” 

My heart beat more happily. “ If you would only pro¬ 
mise ? If I might have something to look forward to ? A 

month—a rear ? ” 

% 

“ Good God, child! Would you look forward to my errant 
activities ? In a month you will have forgotten my exist- 
enc«. In a year you will wonder how you could ever have 
believed in a charlatan whose only virtue was a belief in tho 
goodness of a child's heart. But you are growing out of 
childhood—fast, fast. A year, two, three years, and a slim 
dark-eyed maiden, serious and sweet of aspect, will mean my 
dark Rosaleen. And if we meet she will be shy ond stately, 
and I—1 shall remember the lies that won her faith, and left 
me—unashamed.” 

Oh «o ! ” burst from my lips, or heart was it, for suddenly 
his arm went round me, and I was sobbing my grief on bis 
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f:ho\!ldcr a.'s many a lime I had sobi)cd oilier ctIcIs less real 
und tragic than this in Ihe warm shelter of my father's arms. 

lie did his lest to stem the torrent. He even told me that, 
hatl he guessed at such an outhui'st, he would have said 
nothing. Just gone out of my life as imccrcmouiouily as ho 
h.vd come into it. 

When niv sols ceased we resumed our walk. It might 
luivo been svinpathy or a desire to offer comfort that ho 
fctig£r<'sted I should write to him from time to time. 

" You ought to be an cxcel!cnt scribe., for your essays and 
your way of recapitulating my lectures show a faculty of 
(’(uistruction remarkable in one so young. You must use 
^ our {wwers of observation in all matters mental and material, 
and let me li.ive the benefit. I don’t promise to wiitc often, 
l)ut I will viTilc. So we shan't pass out of mind, even if out 

of sight.” , . 

An<l that was the one grain of comfort I could sci/e upon, 

ami take ^ith mo that evening as I went homeward in the 
cool dusk, tho little dog trotting at my side. 


Tiic great lioiisc w.vs quite deserted now. Only .’ifadamo 
tidylle and ourselves rcmauied. There were no more lato 
ilinncrs, or ceremonious evenings. Every day Aunt Theresa 
said Bath was intolerable and we must leave it, and every 

evening found us still there. _ 

On this special night I was going up to my room when 1 
h«arcl my name called, from the drawing-room. turned 
in to hiKl mv two aunts hard at work covering up the furni¬ 
ture in holland wrapping*, and putting boobs and mmic and 
uinaments away into cabinels. or cupboare.s. 

Come and help u.^ Rosaleen, said Aunt Tnrrcsa. W o 
„rc really going awav at list Your /imt Joanna bw had 
an invitation from some friends in Shropslnre. And I am 
coins to J-OU lo To Uan<lu<ino; a |lt o 

collage A\Iicrc we often go in the sunimer-timc. It tinl t-O 

us both good. This heut is very Irving. 

[ did niv beet to l,clp tl>™>. They were very bury and 
• cer, andalso, I tlioiight, .a little mystenoua. 1 rom sudden 

,,11 sentences I ca.isht a hint of tins ’’S 

1 chance ef " brin-'lng Ibing? to a point. \ cr> oud that 

ifbouJu he i.oiivy Uicrc too* 


A GKEY LIFE. 


107 


Wlio was the “ he,” I wondered ? Had Aunt Joanna 
caught a new admirer for assuredly she was no longer i)la 5 'ing 
at “ maid forlorn,” or any of the pathetic broken-beortetl 
roles that had seemed so attractive to her after the Fanny 
and Oliver incident. 

When I had given os much assistance as possible, T asked 
Annt Theresa if I might run up and see Madame Odyllc. 

“ Do, child,” sho said. “ And tell her she can have the 
run of the house for the next two months.” 

“ Docs she never go away ? ” I enquired. 

“Never, since slio's been here. How she can live in this 
ste-am-bath of a town, summer-time, I can’t imagine! ” 

When I went up to the attic I wondered, too. It was close 
and hot. It had but one little window opening on a stone 
parapet. Little air came in, though the adjoining doors and 
windows were also oi)en. 

“ Do you never go away ? ” I asked her, after giving the 
news of our movements. 

“ Where should I go ? ” she said sadly. “ I found a refuge 
liCTO, and T shall remain lioro for the rest of my life. I pray 
that mayn’t be very long.” 

“But you never go out! And there are such beautiful 
places all around.” 

“ Why should I mar their beauty ? Do you think I could 
show myself anjTvhere without attracting notice ? With- 

o\»t shocking some harmless creoture, terrifying some hapless 
child ? ” ' ^ 


“ In the dusk,” I suggested. “ And with your veil down ? ” 
“ A lonely walk would not add any pleasure to mv lonely 

life. Nature either hurts or rebukes me. I am happier with 

my hooks, my work, than in the most beautiful scene. For 
beauty saddens me, reminding me of all I have lost. All I 
shall never find again. -Jamais, jamais,—jamais ! ” 

There was something indescribably desolate in that final 
;ojnat«.” It stirred me to fierce pity. Suddenly I knelt 

at her side and bmied my face in the soft folds of her mev 
gown. ° 

I,,!' \ ft? ’■ " ^ gone! Ho 

has left! Ho is never going to teach me anv more! ” 

« wonderful Chevalier ? Gone ? ” 

IM. Ho liM had money, a fortune left liim, and ho is 

going back to Ireland. He only told me to-day.” 
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** That i« good news for him.” 

" But bad for mo. Oh, Miulame, I'm so miserabla ! No 
one can ever be tho same aj be; so wonderful, such a teacher! 
C)b f I do seem unfortunate 1 Tho moment I am happy 
something hoppea. to destroy it. Ho mado lo^g a 
delicht. It wasn’t like school at all, and yet everything was 
A Icwo. Even this place, which I thought bo ngly and 
desolate when I came to it. Is full of beauty and interest now. 
It is the same with everything. Our walks, and Ulks, and 

drives, and picnics-—’ ’ 

Tears rushed to my eyes. I could say no more. I Wt her 
hand on my head. I heard her murmured fauvre dime .. 
I tried to choke back the rising sobs, and seem 1^ the 
foolish child than my lame and stupid speech proclaimed. 
But I mado but a poor show of self-command. One batefd 
{./.fe stood out from aU else. Tlio days of that f.antastio 
Ac‘.fcw wem over. It3 door3 closed. It, wonderfd ftc- 
dcnl and professor hiul v.vmshed out of it, and out of my 

'“one consolation she gave wlicn at fast my tears had cca^d. 
•* Take comfort, my child. There is more m tha than justi 
the • passing of slii^ in tho night.’ You wiU 
Tako^rage. You are too young 

have told you has been true before, uaa it not ? Then believe 
me when I toll you—this.' 

So with one tiny grain of comfort springing in my heart I 

U>o jo7ne!i “ the ^Sing and preparation, 

ioarnoy, and tried to belicvo that noyclly rtangc might 

itilJ that heartache of which I oould not speak. 
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CHAT'TEU XV. 

WHICH snows A BROKEN’ HEART GAN BP. RprAlRPD. 

Novelty of travel and ecene did do somctliing to case that 
Leartaclie. Besides, Aunt Theresa was inv favoniite mint, 
and in some wnj's so like my father that we could not but 
understand each other. Also, she luinistercd to my passion 
for books, and for that fact alone I should have been eternally 
grateful. 

So it was that the first week of our anival at IJaiuludno 
was a pleasant series of excitement. The odil names, tho 
qua.int jKJople, onr funny little cottage, tlie lovely bay, tlie 
great to\?ering heads of Oriuc aiult he delicious air,all cotnhined 
to make that first acqu.aintancc with Wales a notalde Hung. 

The first week passed, and that sharp .ache of loneliness 
died gradually into a more passive regret. I sot myself to 
study Wales as he had taught lue to stmly Bath. To find 
out U'hti “ The Men of Harlech,” and why ” Tlie .A.sli (.’rove,” 
and “Poor Mary Ann,” meant national ditties. Why 
“ Mary Jones's ” sole fame should rest ujK'n the fact of her 
haM'ng tramped fifty miles to buy n Bible ? Why all that 
splendid dynasty of the Lleweljni Princes had died into an 
obscure and misty past; their deeds briefly chronicled, and 
none too authentic. These researches kept my mind busy, 
and my tongue too. I questioned our funny old servant, 
who still wore tho Welsh dress. 1 questioned the queer 
tongued fishermen of the bay; the drivers of the creaking, 
shabby, wagonettes that took folk escursioning to neighlKuir- 
ing places of interest such as the vale of Conwav and Llan- 
rwst, and Bettws-y-coed, or the lovely lake of i.ljm Dulyn. 

The second week passed, and Aimt Theresa declared I was 
“picking up.” Getting brown and heaUhy-lcoking, and 
manifesting something like a “proper apjictite.’ One day 
she promised to take me a trip by steamer, and I was over¬ 
joyed at -the prospect. It was to be a long day's outing, 
weather being favourable. The Fates favoured ‘us in that 
respect, and so did the tide. We seemed to be steaming 
through a beautiful lake above which dark mountaius 
towered in lonely majesty. Then came the river proper 
una peeps of lovely valleyR. old hridpo?. and ancient churchcB j 
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watcrf;Jls with nnpronounceabid name?, and then a Btont 
pit'r where our journey ended. 

We went into a quiet little hotel and ordered luncheon. 
It was early for the meal, but ns we were going to explore a 
t’astle, and possibly a mountain. Aunt Theresa decided we 
should need all our time. Our little tabic was placed in a 
window, anil coramanded a view of the estuary and the old 
Civstle towering above. Tlierc was no one in the Coffee-room 
tut ourselves, and I walked over to a table by a further 
window on wliieh lay a pile of the usual hotel books, railway 
guides and maps of the various districts, 

“ Is there a visitor's book there ? "called out Aunt Theresa. 

I searched. There w.os one, and I brought it to her. 
Wliilc she turned pages on the look out for names she might 
know, or opinions on the district, I studied a plan'of Conway, 
with its harbour and Castle and ancient walls. 

Suddeidy a sharp cry from Aunt Theresa startled me. I 
turned .and saw she had sprang to her feet, and was gazing 
at the book in great agitation. 

*• Good heavens! . . . Come here, child! Look at 
this ! I‘m not dieuming, am I ? ” 

I cro'^^ed quickly to her side. I looked at the page to 
which she pointed. There boldly starbg me in the face 

were two uames: 

CArTAJN AXD MR5. OLIVEn.” 

I pave a little cry of .surprise. “ Aunt Fanny! ” 

••Yes, and he—the vill.ain! And staying kre/’l 
I j)ut douTi the book. Perhaps they only came over for 
the day like ourselves, " I suggested. , , rr 

“ To cODic licrc luctuis Ihc} re iii tbc noighbouilioou* How 
f/uroJ she! She knows we come to Llandudno every July 

and August."’ « , , -i 

I said nothing. It seemed very odd. But then hoppuy 

Aunt Joanna wasn’t with us. . , , 

The waiter came in and brought tlie cold meat and bread 
and beer that Aunt Theresa had ordered. The book still lay 
on the tablf'. She resumed her seat. He took up the book 
fts if to replace it. Then be paused, and asked if the lady 

would enter her name ? 

“ No, I'm not stopping here."’ 

Then -he asked abruptly. “Haro you many visilora-i 
ju.t now ■; ’ 


Ill 
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“Xot many,” he informed her. “Tourists prwslng 
through; excursionists from Llandudno, CoU'yn Bay, 
Trefriw Wells.” 

“ I saw a name there,” she said, pointing to the book ho 
had tucked uuder his arm. “Captain Oliver. Is he—aro 
they staying here ? ” 

“For a few days,” he answered. “The gentleman is an 
invalid. They are going to tho Wells—Trefriw yonder, to 
try the waters.” 

“ An invalid ? ” She looked at me. “ Why he was strong 
and well enough when I last saw him,” she said. 

I agreed. The waiter stood with the book still under his 
arm and listened. 

“ He has been very ill ” he said. “ They were going to 
leave yesterday, but the doctor said it was better to wait a 
few days longer.” 

A\mt Theresa mado no reply. He walked away, and re¬ 
placed the l-ook on the table. I sat down before the plato 
of cold beef and salad, and comiucnced roy luncheon. 

“ It has quite siwilt my appetite! ” exclaimed Aunt 
Theresa. “ What a mercy Joanna Isn’t here ! I heard from 
her tills morning. She is quite enjoying her stay uith tho 
Kirbys. It appears they are distantly related to Doctor 
Merivale. Isn't it odd ? ” 

I looked up from my plate. “ Why is it odd ? ” I enquired. 

“ Oh—the coincidence! The doctor has become such a 
friend of ours.” 

“ Perhaps he’ll be going to Shropshire also ? ” 

She smiled. “ Well—ho might. I think ho admires 
Joanna veiy much. I do wbh it would com© to something.” 

“ Are people so much happier—m.arried ? ” I enquired. 

“ Much happier ? ”—She took a mouthful of the beef, and 
seemed meditating its quality. “ I don’t know. Married, 
or single, wc all have our troubles. But poor Joanna has 
lost so many chances.” 

I went on with my luncheon, happily undisturbed by 
impending catastrophes. 

Aunt Theresa was facing the door. I had my back to it. 
As she took up her glass and put it to her lips, I saw her hand 
suddenly tremblo. The liquid flowed over the side of the 
glass. Her jfaco grew white, and her eyes remained staring 
at something opposite. Their expression terrified me. I too 
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turreJ, aihI there, coming sIo^^ly into tlio room, that old 
insolent siuilo 1 remembered so well on her lips, was—Aunt 
Fanny ! 

Straight up the room she came; her white dress sweejang 
the carpet, her eyes on her sister’s face. Wliat a suipiise! 
JIow aro you, Theresa ? Are j'ou staying here ? ” 

Aunt Tiicrcfa gasped. Indignation robbed her of speech. 
Her face grew crimson, then pale. As for me I could only 
ga 7 .c at my old enemy in wonder. Sho had gro;n) so handsome. 
She was so beautifully (bessed. There was such assurance 
nr.d ijulifl'crcncc in her manner. Her eyes fell on me. . 

•• l’t>« haven't got over your old habit of staring, I sec ? 

Where’s Joanna ? ” , ,. i / 

Jihe glanced round as if expecting to see that lh;rd familiar 


figure. 

Aunt Theresa found voice .at last. 

“ I wonder you dart to nicntion her nnnio! sLc saicI# 

“ After 5 'our abomiuable deception. ’ „ ■» 

“ Oh don't let us have one of our old arguments, said 

Fanny, drawing a chair fonv.ard, .and sealing herself. “ H 
it comes to deception it w.as Joanna wiio deceived herself. 
George never eared twopence about her. 

Tlien why <lid he ask her to m irry him ? " 

'■ A man Isn't always responsible for what he says after 

"That'a^no excuse for yon," j^rusted Aunt Tl^jesa^ 
“ 'Vour conduct to your sister was disgraceful It ill come 
home to you yct-you'II see. Treachery always docs. I 

hear your husband's ill,’’ she added. i p.*j. 

■‘Only .a touch of rheumatism. He suileicd m Eath. 

That’s why he went there. ’ 

"A b.ad day for him, poor man! said Aunt There.a. 

If you’ve finished, Eosaleen, we ll go. An mtervicw of 

ca.. r.,.nys cy. 

^"‘•"You^sccra to have grown-Ianlcy.” Then sho 
“ How's the old place getting on ? Oh - ^hat a life ^ VV hab 
a dace ' Wasn’t I Ibaniful to get out of i. . Slio sprang 
^rri -faecd ns. WcUd yon Uke to knev wl-t h o 
is non-! If you could see my borne, my servants, my oar- 
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riage; anil in the vrintcr I shall hunt, anil go to the oouufy 
halls, and be feted and admired os ‘ the bcautjtu! Mrs. Oliver !! 
That’s what they call me.” 

“ If they knew Mrs. Oliver as slic reallv is they'd call her 
something else ! Well, your husband will hare bis work cut 
out if ho has to look after you. You were a llirt from A our 
cradle, and your marriage proves you’ve iicithc-i heart nor 
conscience. However-’’ 


^ She stopped abruptly, for Captain Oliver himself appeared 
in the doorway. He u.as Icanins on a stick. He looked ill 

and worn, and very thin. Not a bit tlie debon.air, brisk! 
military figure of Bath days. 

As he recognized Aunt Theresa he grew very white Ho 
liesitat«l as if uncerUin what to do. Slie saved further 
mdecision by ringing the bell for the waiter. Ho appeared 
uith the bill on a plate. She glanced at it, put down somo 

luoncr, told Illm to fli<» r^hftnnA fxtxA _ 1 . 


no tohor notice of Fann,-. As I followed in her wai; 
looked at me m the old friendly way. “ How’ arc vou 

Rosaleen—and the little dog ? ” " 

‘‘ He is quite wcUI said. ’ “ He is horc-I mean at tho 
cottage. We are staying in Llandiulno.” ® 

Oh not Acre ? Thank goodness for that! ’! 

He n^ded, and I followed Aunt Theresa. 

But the excursion was spoilt. She could tall- nf • 
else but this unfortunate meetinfr An?! • i a * 

decline. Marriage hadn't a'wocd with him tl ^ 

evident. No doSbt he wm ^hTd } 

oonvra rLtT it 'Z Z O' 

appoinJ^t,” SUey 

thi3^^K^'ch\“ doubKer pJjVjJs^of 

was to be writt«^.Sgh^ hotter which 
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“ It would be 8ure to crop up Bomehow.” sbe said. “ Be- 
friiUs, it the Olivers aro staying so near to us wc might bo 
ohvavs coming across them. It’s well to let Joanna Imow 
of their proviniity. and sho can prolong her Sl^wsbury 
vi-it. It seems to bo a very ple.-isant one. And if- 
•• If Doctor McrivaJe goc.s there too ? " I suggested. 

Yes, if he does, it will certainly mean something. Joanna 
6iK)kc of leaving, in case it would look ” 

1 nodded. My wisdom was beyond my years. 1 hat was 

not to be wondered at! , • , 

You see the dilemna I’m placed m . 

I saw her diieiuim, but I argued that no = 

could he tal:cn on Fanny than the announcement of bndo 

lVihap5 bv to-morrow something may ha\e happci.cd. 

Lersist.T. It said: irrjV>n7. J^anva." 

w;^i1:eitei:?Iand delight of AmU 
description. Abo her 

Joanna might Imie been ’ V ,j.,(o^ard meeting need 
l,ave co..lcl\vi.it u..til U.e happy hrida- 

::;:‘n“rh.na.a„das.^d^H^^^ 

J m dclighlod. real > am . „ g„„,, 

jsr Tdn;n r'^Kd 

shop'’- . • •” M.« i;vr. 1 r.n" dav. Thrd evening she 

So her tongue ran on J*''! j,lt eongratulations.and 
^otc a Icllvrof man} * Vmnv or her pro^ciiuity- 

^ain, by my advice sa.d no wo d of tho 

In spite of Aunt Ihcrcsa s fca August, 

Olivers again. ^''' 5 ter had been submerged by 

Aunt Joanna joined us, the mai her 

tlie rising tide of deeper interc - b ■ ,p a much 

|.^.vandbluslungimp^tanoe.J^^^^^ ^ 

o"‘‘a toi^ted'^a a'ai.cdy maniase. Wby uot 
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What was there to wait for ? He had a fine house, a 
pctice, ample means, and he wanted a suitable wife. .Ioanna 
Sun- seemed that in his eyes, and be simply swept her oft 
her feet as seemed Ins way in dealing ^itli wLcn! whether 
as patients or prospective partners for fife 

cussed the feasibility of " Rhclets 

was decided. She was fair -*^^1 a nothing 

dark. They seemed to think ^ wero 

the selection of colours, ^used to^lS ^ difficulty in 

wreaths and veUs ” or “ bonnet^*” a arpmenls as to 
to be married in white sathf ^^’i decided 

blossoms. There was no reason i^egulation orango 

stylish wedding.” And oh» Im shouldn’t have a 

She’d know what she ha5 lost for no ' 

the show and fuss, tho drewes the 
as she would have done ^Vw sL’i breakfast 

was to “look like a bride ” it 

veiled bride, led to tho atfar • ^ ®'^tm-clad, wreathed and 
Thus the t^k went oa th^J“ appropriate fashion. ^ 
-bappy ones. That patt of 

hysterics, brokcn-hear&css trcacheiy, 

found of the present, 

" “Sr„rraici 

could auTamn^e'^to'bf 

«dja mootha latfr bo one man, 


CO ‘•«vrwo^ 

Of married ? ® ^ the sheer satisfaction 

p»tC th™ to r fc“ 'hy of 


lie 


aiAPTER xvr. 

n.* WinCII I LEARN* THE THEORY OF N’AMES. 

Bi-sv and s-tining prepanitions now began for the wedding 
Aunt Joanna seemed the vietim of two distinct states of 
feeling. One was tliat lier tilings ” would never bo ready 
ill time; tlie other a fear that slie would never he able to 
'■ go through with it." 

These conditions brought about much scolding from Ann 
Tlierc.sa, who alteniately bullied and condoled with her. 
\\’hen the troftsuav began to show signs of comjiletioii iny 
interest grow more vivid. Such beautiful elothcS; sucli 
wonderful stores of “ old lace " and brocade unearthed from 
boxes; such charming drosses and bonnets, and sets of boots 
and shoes, and dozens of gloves and handkerchiefs. It 
Mcemed wonderful.—just for one woman. Then the presents 
began to come in. Butter Unive«, salt cellars, work-boxes, 
toilet sets, jwp/Vr marhe blotting-books. albiim.'s, all of which 
wc-ro ticketed and acknowledged in due course. 

Filially anived the eventful <lay. A dull October morning 
V. hen wc had an early, uncomfortable breaWast at which Annt 
Joanna did not appear. Immediately afterwards I saw tho 
dining-room taken possession of by a host of confectioner’s 
men, n lio enlarged the table, and laid it out with flowers and 
liuit, and a wonderful wedding cake on a plated stand. 
Other marvels apiioared. Ruby claret glas-ses; wonderfully 
coloured jellies; snowj*, trembling ll.ancmanges; tongues 
and chicken; and a ham, frilled and decorated with roses 
cut from turnips and coloured with cochineal; sandwiclic.s 
and cakes. I gazed rapturous!}’ at it all, almost forgetful of 
my own toilet. 

The dressmaker had come to help Aimt Joanna. Biddy 
had promised to “ hook me up," and .Aunt Therc.sa was to 
adjust my T^Teath and veil. The bridesmaids’ dresses wero 
of white grenadine with rose-coloured sashes. The wreatlw 
were of small pink roses; the veils, hanging at the bael:, were 
of white tulle. Aunt Theresa was to walk first, behind the 
Bride, and be ready to take her boufiuet and gloves. I 
and “ Ringlets ” wero to bring up the rear. 

When I was dressed I went to look for her. Wc were all 
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to meet in tbs drawing-room and have a view of the Brido 
before our departure. 

Thor© was an awning to the street, and erimson carix-thig 
down the steps, and all the servants and errand bo}-? in tho 
neighbourhood seemed looking out of windows, or crowding 
round the railings. Weddings were early in those days 
Eleven o clock was the hour for the church, and at half-pil-^t 
ten I and my feUow-bridesmaid stood surveying each other 
and receiving compliments on our appearance. Then car’ 
riages came up, mid Mickey took out white rosettes for tho 
coo^cbman and footmen. I looked out of the window and 
watched them pmmng them on, and cxclmnging jokes as 
they did so. Tho Bride’s carriage had two grey horses. 
Ours was a more sober-Iooking cquina'^e drawn liw * 
chestnuts. I think “Ringlets’* 

leiwt, she giggled a great deal, and declared she was “ alt of 
a tremble, and couldn t button her gloves. ^Ve were to 

^ ^^^-8 

Aunt assistance. Then 

iWst^ occasion. Tho General 

St jSfS' 

froSXinfheCore^^^^^^^ ‘Her^T^hV 

folds of tulle thS^feU L^otd 

graceful mystery to 

face, and the ^ 

her comiwsure. Then catoa ? restored 

time. The three SesSe h^ »' 

Icavmg her sister with Aunt Theresa 

‘‘fool4“andto^w^ injunctions not to bo 

look wcU at any cost ^ to 

▼eilHll'n^^shTO MdToi/”v t*“ 

«‘1> a final teech ’to the bridM 
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farewell to tlie Joanna Lc Siiir of some thirty yeara’ intimat# 


and family association. 

I have a dim recollection of an organ playing; a crowd of 
faces ; someone putting footstools for us to kneel upon. Of 
Aunt Joanna standing beside the spruce-looking, frock* 
coated bridegroom. Of his voice firm and assured, of her s 
weak and almost inaudible. Breaks; pauses; kneeling; 
standing. A crowd in the small vestry. Much kissing and 
congratulating of the Bride. She w.as quite radiant now. 
Flushed, smiling, happv looking. More music; the rolling 
chords and phrases of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March this 
tin.e. and Aunt Joanna walking down tho aislo on the arm 
of her hu 6 ba>ul. (How odd that seemed to me.) Behind hot 
Aunt Theresa and the General, then “ Ringlets and iWoI- 
phns. Then myself and some unknown guest, told oS aa 


inv escort. . ~ 

Home again, and a crowd in the arawing-room. Gay 

voices; loud talk; much laughter. The breakfast. \^ omler- 
t'ul food; foaming wine; the cutting of the cake by the Bride. 
Then a stir and general movement. Retirement ot the 
Bride accompanied by Aunt Therdesa. The gentlemen pro* 
posLn" healths and clinking glasse.s as the adics slipped up- 
to the drawing-room Out there in the street carriage 
reassembling. Among us in the house - restmmt 

'.nd otoectancy. Tlien—commotion on the stairs. \\ay 
for tho Bride.! She is coming down (or the last time. She 
is on her wav to a new life, a new home, new de.stiny. 

When I luld taken off my wedding finery, I went up tho 
attic stairs to the friend I had so neglected. I ^ * 

alKint the wedtUng. I could not understand why Aunt 
Jo,anna shoiUd have cried so much. Surely she t .wr/ 
for marrying the doctor! If so why had she accepted lum . 

The quiet listener suggested natural emotion at partm 
from her sister, her home. “ Besides, my child, she added, 
‘ no woman c;n ever enter upon marriage uathout a ser^o 
of aunrehension. What will this stranger become to her? 
The ever-constant tender lover she has known, or the 
work-a-day, unsj mpathctic being who stantU to “ 

‘ other woLn’s husbands.* If they cannot apee ifloae s 

touchstone-* sympathy '-is absent, what will ^ * 

I^ve is either nothing or everything m marriage. It is tlie 
‘everything ' that shipwrecks one or other life on the rocjts 
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of disagreement. A great passion is like an earthquake; 
it is a magnilicent force for disastrous results.” 

“ I do not think Aunt Joanna s maniage was—quite like 
tlial” I hazarded. 

“ I imagine not. I pity her if it was.” 

“Perhaps they will be happy,” I observed present!}’. 
“ She seemed to thiiak she would like being a doctor's wife. 
And then living here so near us, it nail not seem as if she 
had lost touch with us, will it ? ” 

“No. As far as I can judge I should say it was a most 
suitable marriage. But, of course, I biow nothing of your 
aunt’s character any more than I know of this doctor—what 
is it; his name ? ” 

“ iferivalo. Jasper Mcrivale.” 

There was a long silence. Then she said, “ I wish it was 
not Jasper.'' 

;; Why ? ” I a.skcd. 

“ I have such an odd feeling about names. Tlicy cither 
attract or repel me, but always they seem to represent some 
characteristic of the owner. Jasper can never mean any¬ 
thing to me but cruelty, hardness; a coarse and sensual 
being, careless of wounding the fecUngs of others; passion- 
ately greedy of his own pleasures. I may lie wrong. Bub 
that IS how the name affects me. In mv books I can only 
my charactcra the names I fed Your CboraUcr, now, 
men you told mo his name, I could picture him directly. 
\\himsical, fantastic; plajang buffoon when it suited him; 
but tender of heart, and trut as only rare natures are. 

V ^ eagerly. “Tender and true, 

bot to sito.” 

“2^—1 Jiope be will not suffer! ” 

You may be sure he has done so, and will. But he will 

“ One woul^d think you knew him, Madame ? " 
mv S te) yourself and your gift of word painting, 

ithrou Ji your bps. If-orep I draw kirn, Rosaleen, as Wander- 
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a Quixote of motlcm life, it will l>e through yon 
I !iavo learnt to do so. The temptation has been strong 
with me ever jince you first spoko of him. Sometimes 1 

wonder-” 

“ Yes ? " I questioned. 

*' I wonder if I dare ? ” 

*■ WhT not ? ” , ,, 

•• If he were to read it ? One never knows. 

Why sliould he mind, even if he (hd recogiuze the like- 

Tl'.at is not for mo to say. People arc .trangoly thin- 

sl iiined over their printed portraiture. 

‘■I wish,” I said, “you would let me read something^of 

voiirs I should love to know what yoiir books are hke . 

’ •• V.tii must cet on with your French then. 

“ But that is lot in French ? ” I V.'® ® 

of MSS. on the table. “ I can read the title. 

•■You gave me the title. Do you remember! I am 

writing in both languages. French and Lnghbh. 

- How wonderfully clever you must be! 

(Mevor' What comfort is that to a woman . He r otffl 
difui" her ; meu arc afraid of her. And all the prarso of 

:::;;.rittL:oa!ltoirdrg hilltils sparuiing river, were 
to remeinhor t|,„ High School in 

;r’fTclIS^ 1 coiSd „otTa?ey 
q'beresa suggested a govcnie^^. 

in every morning a""* 6'™ m in Rivers 

Fanny and Joanna are gone tnc can do as w p 
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Just you ftjul I, my child It will be lonesome at first, but 
we must get Jiseti to it. ’ 

Louesome ? I looked at her in surprise. Fanny tho 
termagant was no loss, and Aunt Joanna had not been a 
very lively companion, esiwcially since her brolccti einmcc. 
ment. But doubtless Aunt Theresa was back in memorv 
wjth the comp.anionship and mutual interests that had bounil 
the three sisters so closely* 

“ I shall not find it lonesome," I said. “ But. of course 
you II juL^ the others Tory niuclh** * 

1 shall miss Joanna. You’ll have to trv and make un 
for her. Rosalwn. You re growing fast; you U soon be a 
young woman. ’ 


She looked at me with kindly criticism. “ I must make 
you my mtercst m life. It will be nice to see you growing 

2 S”'"? to balls and thing... 

Ui me sc<^thirteon, fodftcen, fifteen; well, only anotlur 
our years to wait. When you’re seventeen vou shall f»n 

Tou don t look very excited at the prospect. But wait ill 
you ve learnt to dance! ” ^ ^ 

“Even then,” I said, “I don’t feel as if I should 
a lot of btrango men puttmg their arms round you whiilmir 

inrSn‘l? .“‘'■"^'^“'•5' child yon are, Ro^alcen ! Von'ro 

JvouWt lolrkant ■" He 

famdyVZoZt 

«co very gaZ'ShS? 

And, afterZ Zh ViC, ■ i "-Pctlcd coming here. 

’ ^ce married, and married rvoU.'! 



CEAPTER XVII. 

I LEAr.N MOEE OF WOMEN AND TUHE WATS. 

The Kovci^foss plan was not ver>’ successful, » 

-roat deal Miss Dunning did not know, even if I 
rorrc-srion.ling ignorance upon what she consiacred es^n- 
t: ds ’■ Dut Ii'-r musical training was exccl.cnt, and he 
sm u'tcrin- of algehra useful. For the rest. 1 read voraciously 
«,Kdi books as were scattered lavishly through he Uvff 
,lc...rte.l l>edrooms of my married aunts, and which I had 
collected and put on the bookshelves of my own hltle rcon,. 
SlnkesiK-aie, fcott, D\Ton, Charlotte Bronl.', (icorge Eliot, 
iLuidon. One or two volumes of a mex ern imter 

called, "Ouida,'’ who was whwpered cf 

.<n(l lavishly read hy library subscribers. • ^ amty Fair, 

**• Pcndeimis/' the romances of Bulwer Lj-tlon ; all these wcio 

at mv disT'^^al. an<l all served as factors m ‘"""v^ 

Sn there were letters from the Chevalier. He had grown 
, nl vvir- “sQuireen” to what he called bogs and 

„.erc only happy with a Hshing-rod at 

started forth o-aLn on l.is trayeU. 

if 

• 'AcndemV'Tt Li only juBt escaped acadc-nrical real.Ba- 

tion for want of means. •* <.he would par. 

.■„e a n'»‘ « “-^..rwUrfulhow nrn^h 
But clever, no doubt of that, u was w 

h? taiiglit you in a short time. t never took a walk 

I agreed with her. It was J "X'd H.inking 

through park, or streets, or co Tj _ ^ j never read a 
of Iheir mernring as he harl made mo think. 
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l)Ook without trying to pierce the surface of words for some 
hint of deeper import than just the beauty of a phrase, or 
the turn of a sentence. The poetry he had recited, the 
legends ho had told me, the hundred and one treasures of 
facile speech and retentive memory .all these were with me 
1 think they arc with me to this day. 


When Aunt Joanna was fairly established as mislrcs.s of 
her new domicile, she invited me to come and see her. Tho 
house was a tall, gloomy, stone building like our own, but 
with a better di’a\ving-room, of which she was very proud. 
It interested me to see how she wore her new honours. How 
pleased and important she was. How keen on esUblishing 
her husband's reputation; on calling on prospective 
“patients”; arranging dinner-parties, and card-parties, 
aud generally plajing the well-do-lo matron of all and sundry 
of her Bath acquaintances. 

So the grey wintry days came again, and' I could scarcely 
believe that a year had passc<l since I had fu^t seen the erev 
olu town and WTittcnof my dislike. That was all changed now- 

Never again could it bo to me ugly, dull, uiiintereslinc! 
Never could I pass up Pultcney Street or see Sydney Gardena 
without a thrill of remembrance that brought the smart 
of tcare. Never gaze up at the circling hills and tho great 
wide doNTus watUout a thought of him who had lent them 
the magic of his own vivid fancy. 

Again as on the previous Christmas Day I was to go in to 

aud the doctor had olfo been 
^ us she would wear her wedding dress 

60 Aunt Theresa suggested that I sUoiUd put on my b^cs- 

maid s frock. I mentioned this to “ Ringlets ” wUh whom 
I had c^ual and fncn% chats. She grasjxid the siguificanco 
of tho idea and dccidetl she would also wear her's. Aunt 
Theresa made no objection to my curls; in fact, she said inv 
. hair was so beautiful it was a shame to plait it un. Sho 
presented me with some rose-coloured velvet tho colour of 
my sash, and suggested tying back the beay t^^es with 

ni ^ pleasure in it all In my increased bcicht 

position in the hoLc- 
:!r* wl of whom were more or less my friends now A 
y ar ago how strange and stifi and cold it had ail seemed. 
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There was a fire in my bedroom, and the Dodger sat 
it and watched ray preparations with kindly mterest. Aunt 
Theresa had promised to run up and fasten my frock for me 
and tic bark the curls with the rosc-colourecl velvet I 
wondered what was delajing her. and at last took up a book 
and sat by the fire, quietly reading, until she should come. 

The little clock on the mantelshelf pointed to blv, then 
ten then fifteen raiuuLes past the hour. I wondered if she 
had for-’otten ? I put down the book, and had resolved to 
go to her room instead of waiting when tlic door opened 

and she came InuTiedly in. “Whatdovnu 

“ I was i-cading some letters,” she said. hat ao you 
think I vc heard? Fanny is going out to Australia; her 
husband is dying! The doctors say it s his only chance. 

capt.„ 

marriage. rrrkimed. “ Oh! siirclv not! ” 

E SB 

comes here. 1 6UPI»S0 „p ^ 

l.y-ones, ‘ know we Le Suirs ore not nccountecl a 

.pwrrels, ' \.i,„c's been black blood for genera- 

very forgiving race. 1 There now, Rosnlecn, 

lions over some i^^j. ’at yon. Yes, yon look 

vonr dress is don . credit to ns after 

Very nice. I do I t”. .And it seems likely 

^Ui-ll 1ieT"JS?tltc^lm^)-li>*oo1 Joann,i will baio 

auy cliildren. As for i ■' j ciekibned. 

“ “ Cractotis ’ I ought to be in the drawnig- 

She started. I'm™”’■ . . = yo,,'..,, drcs.scd. 

'^Vc buS d«™ '»t“d were jnst in tinii to receive tb. 
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Merivales. Miclioy waa showing them up with due cere¬ 
mony. The whole party assembled in the drawing-room on 
this oceasion. The same party as last year—with the excep¬ 
tion of Fanny, and the addition of Dr. Merivale. He was 
told o(I to escort Lady Montgomery. The Genera! again 
took Aunt Theresa. The Judge presented his arm to Atuit 
Joanna, and Adolphus escorted Mrs. Judge. As on a pre¬ 
vious occasion the Miss Cutlers, “ Ringlets ” and J, took in 
each otlier and sat in the same places. 

** Do you remember last year ? ” giggled my companion. 

“Dear! Dear! What clmnges in such a’short liuic! 
Two marriago.s.” 

, “ Nb births or doatlis, though." 

“Now, now! You really mustn't make mo laugh. It 
hurts ray digestion. Ry the way, what a handsomc"5ian 
Doctor Merivale is. Don't yon think so ? ” 

I looked across at the Doctor. He was almost opposite. 
I studied his face n moment, remembering what Madamo 
Odyllc had said his name reprosented. No. I did not think 
him handsome, an<l said so. She wanted to know my ideal 
of manly be.auty ? I said 1 had none, and counter-oucs- 
tioned her ideals. 


They seemed eonoerned wilh something “strong, oiul 
gentle, nnd devoted, and adoring; dark eyes, dark Iiair; 
very trill, and bronzed, and soldierly, with a dash of the 
poetic and the clerical.” Rather bewideriiig and verj’ un¬ 
likely to exist. Rut she talked on and on, wcavhi" endless 
variations on the type. ® 

“ I don't believe you're listening. Your eves ,aro lookiu" 
miles aivay! ” she erclairaed suddenly. ' ® 

^ s^f'TtccL Truly my thoughts were wilh my eyes if 
miles away ’ meant some region traversed by manly 
ideals. Meant looking at an eager face that laughed and 
jested With a hundred p-assing fancies. Me.ant listening to 
a voice mellowed and persuasive, that gave eloquence to tlm 

Kimplcst word. Rfeant all and more than all of charmed 
liours and happy days. 

I sighed and e.ame l..ack to common things of life. L‘ I 
wonder if they are really happy ? ” ^ ' 

“\Yhov’> ^ ‘ 


“ ify aunt nnd the doctor.” 

“ Why don't you say ‘ Uncle ’ ? ", 
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** I never rnll him that."’ 

How strann<?.! I d love to have him for an tmcle. 01 
coui-iM they’re happv. No one could help being happy with 
eii. li a husband. Besides, they've only been married two 

month;’.” , , ,. . , t _ 

I kn' w that. But 1 i>ad heard little r.tumishcs, sharp 

Fpec' hos, that jarred ui^on my ideas of newly-wedded leUcity. 

'J iicrc was no doubt about L‘r. Merivale k-ing itror.g, and dark 

f,f eve and hair; tall also, and mth a certain air of authority. 

BnUhere I stopped. Anything gentle and devoted was qiute 

inapplic.-.bic. I f‘Jt sure ho would be ma-ster always, and on 

Th.‘ .linner went gaily on. In respect ol menu and appoint, 
nicai^ it was just like that of the previous Christmas In 
n.ixct of ciicumstauccs it was altogether different. The 
VC !r had altered my outlook on things as much as it had 
ultcrcd myself. Instead of “nearly thirteen 1 could say 
•' nc irW fouiteen.” It seemed quite a great age to me- But 

^mhtuI hiUriiy and goodnid. tl.e two 

.iuanna had been given Jc^“ltcr we left the 

bolding i'■' nd.Iortunc, they 
diuing-.oora. » “'/iS uusolf ^oiKltfinR 

iTlX U;ac“S;id to ^^^rccintcUinlion at iho - r-lins of 

tiie wayc.” , . , gnal note somehow! 

^Sli^urcud of tbo wodd. or ao it recored 
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dog curled up on tlie rug before the fire, and Biddy waiting 
to unfasten the mysterious hooks and eyes which always 
offered such diflieulties to my fingers. 

I asked^ if she had heard the ne\re of Aunt Fanny's pro¬ 
posed visit ? She had not, and was amazed at its reason. 
To bo crossing the seas and going to a wild “ haythin country,” 
ns she considered Australia, seemed quite punishment enough 
for my aunt’s misdemeanours. Biddy declared she hod 
always said, no good could come of that match. Dccay- 
vers ” were alwaj-s paid back, soon or late. But she was all 
agog with curiosity as to the meeting of the sisters, and 
wondered, even as I did myself, what sort of a “ God speed ” 
the delinquent would receive from Aunt Joanna. 
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CHATTER Xnil. 

PROMNC THAT A FECD OSI.Y SMOULDSES WTO rARTlAt 

EXTHsCTION. 

Fanny aiiivcd in clue course. 

A cliar-tcncc! and subdued Fanny. Ycry pretty; very 
beiaitifolly drc<>.cd; net a bit the agrc'-sivc, tyrannical 
diMx-t of old. I did not witne^ the meeting between her 
and' .\uiit Thcrcs.i, for we did not see each other till luncheoD, 
•c\lih:h was partaken of in the little parlour as Fanny did nob 
\vislj to meet wliat she called, *' the old crew.” 

Sho scciuccl a^touiAiiccl that I IiaJ grown so tall but made 
no fuither ronurk. Jn f ’-d. she was so silent and depressed 
lh.it \imt Thcrc-a's kind heart overflowed in .sympathy, and 
no one would I.avc thought any “• rift' had muted the musio 

of fcistcily harmony. . 

•■Ro.'alcen will nm to .To.innas with you, she said. 

•\Slic exiKCts you at four o'clock. ” 

F inny and her husband were in London it appeared, and 
(.he h.’d run doini for the day, would sleep the night, and 
return ner.t morning. The Caj.tain's ilbioss hud been brought 
on by a neglected cold, ending in pneumonia, and prophetic 
of tubercular trouble. The sc.a voyage and a year m the 
Folonuid cliiu.ilc of Australia nught cure him. v^t least, tho 
doctors had ordered it, and, with a man s eagemeFS to grasp 
at returning sliength, George Oliver had delermmcd to take 

■ We sail on tlic thiitieth." said Fanny. I suppose you 

wouldn't come up to London and see us ofl ? 

Aunt Th^Tcsa shook, her head. ^o—I hate partings. 
There's nothing more melancholy than .seeing friends going 
awe.y from one on a great .ship, oier tho ocean. I really 

couldn't bring myself to do it. ’ “ Pnl Oeorae 

•• f didn't sujiposc you would, s.aid Fanny. Lut t-eor^e 

eugL’c^;tcd i should ivsk you—and Joanna. 

‘•HT.srcm.s to think he'd like to part friends I'ith her. 
He wauUd to write, but I said 1 d ask her. 
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“ Well, jou'U sec her this afternoon. You can ask her 
then.” 

“She’s made a good match, you sny ? ” 

“Splendid. He’s one of the mo.''.t popuJ.tr doclor.s in 
Bath; a fine practice and a fine position. He was called 
into consultation with Sir Francis Havcook over a case.” 
“Joanna must be in her element. She w.ns alwiivs crii7v 


about medicines and quackery. A i)crfcet malwlc imotjiu- 


a I re. 


" She is well enough now. And looks ten years yotingor.” 

Fan.ny dropped the subject by an enqitiry .o-s to who con¬ 
ducted my education ? I told her of Jifiss Dunning. S|jo 
made a sneering enquiry after my “ vagabond profi-ssor.” I 
told her of his good fortune, of which she .seemed incrodulotn-. 

“I daresay its all lies. The man had a perfect genius 
for cx.aggeiution.” 

iMy blood boiled. I burst into furious championship. Slio 
only laughed and said I wjis a promising spitlirc, and sUo 
djdu t envy my govomess. 


T think that of all I had pictured In the wav of recline 
or reception between tho WTong-doer and the WTonged^ 
nothing u» any way approoched the rcalitv ^ ' 

Fanny and I were ushered into the big lamp-lit drawing, 
room, aU ennison d-imosk and polished walnut, and there- 

7 Chesterfield near the fire, was Aunt 

Joanna. A dignified figure in rustling black silk., 

Fanny “'Vell- 

Fanny gave a little harsh laugh. “ Well .Ioanna ? Tt^ 

.b““Sd ‘S 'Lt pain'v '"'t’-'' 

lunisterly behaviour.” ^ ^ ti'^graccful and 

I.rol:IaT,4d'i\u^ v',’’ 

como, to fh,f> ^ 5°''™ “‘0 bargain, ir it 

I, and 

I'annvWyes^ttl •„ T"?' »no‘l>an. 

;oon, with a 
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iliirinp^Iiivb the two antagonists seemed to uicasuro 
ewonls for conHict. 

■■ I ron sorry to hear that yoiir—husband—is such an 
invalid/’ 

'* fs^n t it a pity that yo»«rs can’t attend liim,” said Fanny. 
" It would be a nice friendly family aiTangenient. I hear he 
is so c'I<'\' r. I don't think I ever mot him, did I ? ” 

“ Xo. Re doesn't know yon.’’ 

" An) I to have the pleasure of making his acquaintance ? ” 

“ lie isn t in mucJi before dinner. He has such a large 
prartiee, hia time is fully occupied.” 

•• You don’t see''much of him, then ? That’s the best of 
])rofcpsion.al men’s wives. They don’t have their husbands 
h.ingiiiq round the house from morning till night.’’ 

I iiavc a groat many friends, and we entertain largely. 

Of eoui'-se, rvc owe it to our portion. 

“Yes, ft doctor’s bound to give dinner parties, so Fve always 
hc.ird. He has to make patients, as well as cm re them!” 

“ I ho|>e you don't mean to insinuate that Doctor Merivalo 
docs suc-h a thing ? It’s Ukc your suspicious mind, Fanny, 


to suggest it.” ^ . r M 

Oh, I don’t want to do any cap fdtjng I assure you, 

paid Fanny. ” What a fine room tliis i.«. Takes the shine 

cut of Theresa’s old shabby dr.awing-rooni. and no mistake. 

Joanna was niollilled. “It is a fine room. The wholes 

hou;-,e is an improvement on Ihcrcsas. H you like I will 

thin‘’s. Besides—no\7 we ve given up our omi beautiful 
place, I feel no interest in anyone else s. 

" Yes!’' George h.is let it. He wanted all 
could scrape together. If Austr.'tlia suits him, he talks of 

ficttling there/* 

Oh, I don''t know yet. I believe Sydney is quite ft 
city, and there’s lots of gaiety and fun. .''e ^haU go to 
Government House, and that II ^ *''8^ * 

“ Ri't if George is such an mvand . 

“ Of course, I meant if he gets better. fma^ 

hopcM. It’s (hi, bonibic, foggj'. damp, English climate 

,that tjic5 him.’’ . " - 
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“I sincerely hope Auatralirt Kill benefit him,” saitl Aunt 
Joanna. “ Now, may I give you some too V ” 

It was so delightfully formal that I could not help cliiiok* 
ling as 1 eat back in my comer. Just like two people playing 
a game. Both thoroughly insincere, and outwardly c(»rdiul. 

“ Tea ? . . . Oh, you're adopting the new fusliion of 
having it brought up. Yes, I don't mind a cup.' 

Aunt Joanna rang, and a neat maidservant came in. Rlio 
drew forth a small low t^blo, laid it with an embroidered 
Jii^en cloth, and then brought in the (icorgi.Tu .silver tr.iy and 
all its be.autiful old appoijitmonts. The cliuia w<is not the 
everyday china, but lovely old Worcester. A cha.'-ed silver 
basket held cakes of various sorts, and on a brass tripod 
before tho fire the maid placed a mufiin di.«h. 

Fanny made no comment. It w.as certainly a change from 
tho old parlour teas, with the table only half cleared of 
needlework or patterns, and tlic cups more or less cracked 
and ill-jnatched. The boarders always had the’best set. 
Aunt Theresa considered odds and ends good enough for 
familv use. ° 

Tlic comedy went on. 

“ May I give you cream ? Do you take one or two lumps ’ 
—I forget. Bread and butter, or muffins ? flfy cook toasts 
thvm rather well. Is j’our tea toyomlikinir; not tooslrone V 

I could have laughed aloud, but I remembered mv mann-n: 
and preserved a demure silence. It was too good to smu! 
larmy dr.itod on to generalities. The voyage, the necessary 
outfit, ifer dislike of the sea, and vi\id memories of “ Irish 
(Tossmga. She refused a second cup of tea. I felt sure sho 
tint It as ail expression of indifference to its qualitv. Aunt 
Joanna took three, in order to show her appreciation. And 
then, just as conversation was becoming very stilled tho door 
suddenly opened, and in walked tho doctor. 


Aunt Joanna sprang up, all surprise and gnshing welcome, 
day!” ^ expected to sec you this time of 

Vtoed to Fanny. “My Inistand. Doctor Meri. 

formally. 

I could not'but 

notice the veiled curiosity of Fauiiv, tlie iienolratin" and 
approvmg glance of the doctor. He gave me a carcles^ uod 
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“ You'll have some toa, Jasper ? ’’ asked liis wife, 

“ How long has it been standing ? ” 

“ Only t« n iniuutes,” said Fanny, with a smile. 

“'I’oo long. I ll have some fresh made.” He rang the 
Iwll, and remained standing with lus back to the file in the 
true EnglishTnan's attitude. 

'• I lif'ar you arc going out to Australia.” he said to Fanny. 
She glanced »»p, met his eyes, ihcn looked douii .and sighed 

faiiitiv, ,, 

'■ r'nforlunntelv, yes. I suppose you know why? . 

- i told you, Jasper,” interposed Aunt Joanna. 

But he took no notice of her. He scorned to be making a 
Btmly of Fanny. Her face, her wonderful colouring, the long 
ffwccp of the downca't lashes; her wcll-fittmg jacket and 
skirt, the sables slie had thrown back on her chair. 

•' Yes, Mrs. Oliver—or may I call you, Fanny ?—I know 

whv. ] m very sorry for yon.” 

She looked up again. Of co'.irsc, call me Fanny. Were 


relatives—noie.” , . . r *>. 

The slight emphasis on the “ now seemed to imphcato 

some previous acquaintanceship. At that moment tho door 

opened and the servant came in. Joanna ordered her to 

briiig some fresh tea, and then caUed out to me to come 

aVso. Uking up a place beside her on the Che^^r- 
flclJ. She questioned me of holdiays and domestic affair., 
and the doctor talked to Fanny till tho tea came in. 

“ You’ll have some more, won t you, just to keep me 

company ? ” he said to his new Bister-inJaw. 

•’Well, perhaps, I tv ill have anolher cup—now that ite 

fresh,” she added. ^ -j *t, 

“ I always tell Joanna she can t make tea, said the doctor. 

At kast; pour it out. She lets it stand too long, and she 

never knows how much water to add, or notices if it s boiling, 

or lukc-warui, when she docs add I!;. ’ 

Aunt Joanna's face flushed. A rebuke, even 
mUiI, before her younger sister could not he agreeable, 

esnc-'iallv under the circumstance?. 

^ Wc ^ways said that at home,” eaid Fanny. We never 

let her have anything to do with the teapot unless wc wanted 

tonnin, OF dish-water! 11 “Tt'sTrell 

This was more than Aunt Joanna could stand. it s well 
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foT you to talk of tea, or pouring it ont eillier. I'd like to 
know if you CTorput a hand to anything in the hou'-c 1 Don t 
I remember you asking if when \ve made lea vro pi.t in Iho 
water f.rs!! " 

The doctor laughed. Fanny joined in tlie niiilli. 

‘ Oh—1 was very young then, Joanna. You oiiglilji'l to 
hring up our nursery days as a siieeiineii of niy incapacity 
It sounds almost spitcfid ; doesn't it. Doctor—Jas|«T ? 

‘‘It does,” ho agreed, ns he took his cup from his wife's 
hand. ” But I think most sisters arc .spiteful-elder sisters 
1 mean ’’ 

I began to feel sorry for Aunt Joanna. It was hard that 
he should be so tactless just as she had desired to inipio.«« 
Fanny W'ith her good fortune in tlie matriiuouial lottery. I 
had often noticed that he liked to banter his wife, or poke 
fun at her little oddities. But this was jiot an occasion on 
which she would be likely to appreciate his humour. 

” You mean we can't help getting to know eaclj other loo 
ivvU for illusions,” sjiid Fanny, taLlug the lea intended for 
him. as he offered it to her.' 

‘I That was your tea, Jas|>er,'’ said Aunt Joanna sharply. 

Oh ! I'm sorry! ” said Fanny, and she gave him hue k 
the eup, hut he insisted she slioulcl take it. It w’as a trivial 
iaeident but a disturbance ensued, for the maid had only 
brought up one cxtr.a cup, intended for lu‘r master. Faiiny':^ 
had been used, and stood on the tray. This nccessUafcil 
ringing for another cup and that was so long in ap|)eajing 
that the doctor declared the tea had again become tannin.” 

‘■Why on earth don’t you have cxtia cups brought up 
with the tray ? ” he said brusquely. “ Even when I was a 
bachelor I never muddled things like you do” 

“I always think men are much olcvci'er than women in 
every way,” observed Famiy. “I've bc'cn in b.aehclur 
chambers, and I thought it wonderful, the onler and airangc* 
mont?, and—and evcrythuig. I'm scue I don't know wky 
they want to get married at all” 

‘‘ We don't,” said the doctor. “ Only you catch us in our 
weak moments, and there we are ! Baited, lauded, cooked-- 
poor helpless wretches ! ” 

Poor Aunt Joanna! It w'os not flalUrliig for a two 
months bi:de to hear the “holy estate" ujK-n which she 
had entered compared to a frying-pan. The conversation 
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went on with an under current of bitterness. It reminded 
me of tlie old days. Fanny bad always had a way of bringing 
up disagreeables ; of turniiig a Isarmless plirase into barmful- 
nc?^. Mic was able cither to make or rake up a quarrel on 
t!>o smallest provocation. I’oints of variance were never 
settled. They only smouldered and burst out afresh long 
after others had forgotten tiicm. 

On tins unfortunate afternoon scenes of old were dragged 
forth from hidincr-plr.ccs in her vindictive soul. Her sister 
VV.V 3 alternately chafTcd, baited, ritbculed; yet all was done 
in a manner impossible to lay hold of If Joanna lost her 
temper, Fanny cither apologized, or expressed wonderment. 

Alter one exa-sperated “ snap ' she rose, collected her furs, 
nnd said she must be going—she had stayed too long. Be¬ 
sides, .Joanna loolvcd tired", and put out about something. 
f?hc hadn't meant any barm by her “ chaff,” but, of course, 
bhc ouglit to have remembered that Joanna never baa 

possessed any sense of humour. ... 

Tlii.s was bad enougli, without Doctor Jaspers (as ebe 


called him) ready assent. 

•• That's just wliat I'm always telling her. 

‘•Well, good-bye, ray dear. I’m off by the ten oclock 
train to-morrow, so I shan’t see you again. Unlc^, of course, 
you decide to see us off, as Ohver begs of you. 

^ I .shall not see vou off,” said Joanna coldly. Tel! your 
husband I wh-h him well, and I hope the climate may restore 
him to health. Ue used to look well and strong enough when 


^ "*iiath never did agree with liim," eaid Fanny, drawing 
the sable boa round her beautiful Blioulders. 

never to have stayed here. Then it has to •„ ' 

.^Uc i.eld out her hand and looked at her sister with we L 
c^'4iii-d soiTOW. Tiic doctor walked to the door .as if to give 
opportunity for affectionate Lircwclls. It was, perhaps, as 
he did not overhear the real parting s^cch. 

I followed. Doctor Mcri^alo 
,as standiiiB in tbc baU with bis bat on. 



A GREY LIFE. 


135 


A 


Tr 


“ I'll sec you up the street. I have to call on a patient,” 
he said. 

She acquiesced, and we walked up (he street and crossed 

the ^nde square. They talked familiarly and frunUlv as old 

fnends. He left ua at our door after a long and ling( rin« 
Iiand-shake. o fa 

“ The ten o'clock train I think you said ? ” was his last 
remark, and putting two and two together it seemed to mo 
not lyohable that he would be at the station to sec her off. 

quarter of an hour when ho 
r rightly deserved it. ^Vhat Joanna would 
have said had she heard Fanny s description of the meetiinr 
I cannot imagme She told Aunt Theresa that they seemed 
n most dl-assortod couple; alwayson the verge of fiuinelliit" 
over every tnfUng discussion. ' But that's jLanna afi 

to treaMl^ i' "nJ^istand men, or how 

called her. It was perhaps, a fortunate thing that 
U-nus to put the ocean between her sislcta uld hcLlf. 

'Ihercsu was too offended and hurt ^riorniiig. Aunt 
prcTious cveni^ to do so 

in the lady’s actions ? Sh« „???*^'! l “'fUiod ” 

of either of her sisters at thc^stalif 

prevented such a misadventuro. effectually 


13G 


CHAPTER XrX. 


IX WHICH THE TATES ARE KIXD. 


Sxow niul sc\ore rol.l s^t in shortly after Fanny's departure. 
Til'' cii c!in« Itills \\ ere \\ hito, tljc old grey town looked strange 
in Its mottled garb. 1 had caught n severe cold and was 
obil-’ed to keep to the house. 1 employed my time by a 
further study of my “Gift Book*'—tho GhevaUer’s liret 
ju'e«ent, and more precious to me than any other I possessed. 

I was fpiito happy sitting by the parlour fire with that 
book on my knee, and the memory of ray one-time teacher 
in my mind. Vi\ idiv lecr.liing liis trick of word and gesture 5 
l.is wealth of rolling pb>*-^se. and power of declamation. Aunt 
'J'l'CiC'^A would bustle in, an account-book to add up, a letter 
lo’write, a seam to sew. But she rarely interfered willi me. 
I was more than ever “ like Lucius. ’ and she lotcd hia 
luomory aud, therefore, respected my oddities. Somctirae.s 
Aunt Joanna would run in for a moment on ber way to or 
from the town. I would catch fragments of thei^r 
they evidently eousid.^red 1 was too mucli “ up in the clouds 

^''Amu^wTre to “she." which I underetood 

meant Fanny. They hoped they had seen 

but doubted such good fortune, bhe w.is accu.«edof making 
cv.. •’ at the Doctor on that memorable wit 

I assure you, Theresa, she was as bo d as brass. You d 
b u-e thoueht 'twas me had been the guilty one. Oh . she 3 
lo tlfc cor., that's uh.H she is. I pity George Oto. 

licr for good. Remcuilcr that! 


Placid days; uneventful breaks; a f^=7* 

My life flowing on below that grey strangc de abov^^ My 

Fi-ench lessons were growing more interestm . j 

translated, and wTote to dicUtion, and wrestled resolute y 

with iiTOgiilar verbs and quaint idionw. rhevalVr— 

Kow and then wmdd come a letter from the Chcval.cr 
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vrLimsJcnl, fldlgl.tfiil; t-lli.-it; of V’.inlorin^? Hfoof :-n>] l.v 
train. li.i’l l. ft paiis. lio u-.\? .u • Ijo 

mo<!i;a‘c*.l a walliinj; to.ir 'J.7 0i;a!i ^'p r. 

“If J call'd v,-avcaii*.-;j.K-u.-.ru! mvc^ dj T .‘.I;.>u! 1 

l^niu you Urvc U> li:;.np l.y ny .dd-. r n I sj.j.’..ud riv do- 
nncncc. What a li.t.acr! And l!..;o J.:- cvos nhvav; lo 
fu:l of revcronca, even for the Joo’-’ n.mt at l.i.s ucr.^f. 
Had voi, only hocn a I>ov, n.y p:.,,i|! i>ut ima^yoo 
noiudnt hrae been /ceoient, or adinirin”. ‘ 

cold. a..a foe. an.J ..f t|,.,e :Wih.,n Maiidrs. :uu\ 

once mere vaiida- under blue sides and p.,l.|.'n ] 

the llnngs v.o d,d ;i„/ de.-.rc- n-rcr Iho^e we did. ^ 

-Ujc lon;iin:T t) see him grerr Tfith every htPr I 

Ruanl 0. phrases cr .sei U^ lf before J.im as a boon H.-tt I 
(ts.jcd. M east, all I Know is tli.at caily in i-Vbiimrv v.Ik n 
IZoml vanished from the hili.s, r.nd doivin and eliJf 

am growiii" a Idtl'' t ' ‘ ^ ‘ pninl, J 

" Tluivfoi-o. look imihritihT ^nirmdiension. 

and amaranlh, r.nd into /l ' ,'l'^^'’^**^-'’?hwtocmrra!d 

M-hcre ihc trr'e-i break into r.^ ) mce.dow-noods 

l^'cn, when (ho sprin'^ hu U 

^ your side once more i ” ^ni-.atha I sliali b^ at 

tongue was I, daiiSi^^fro/^'T' j'ovoiis of 

I'Onsc-, tolling S‘ 2 /To a'r 

who sympatlli^c(I with or wl. Caring iittio 

Ihe very birds m our ciHen cieitoiuent. 

us m our garden sang a gayer song. The very 
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sun Jiliovo tl.o preal circrnig crfst ot Camden, ?ceined a more 
'..lorious thing since it held so splendid a promise. 

■ He ..M T,c here e.,.,',,,. I shoul.l ^vc ... t,,a eh.rmrf 

, ,mnaiiio,iehi|.. There rres no other like it m all the nurlel. 

.'So I tli"nght thi-n. I tliiuk stilh t 

HlkovUonvVl'hiiH'into the perlonr Hiere I 

ir‘"^he to,,.a, i 

---ngh ami to spare of it. seeing 

''Hole rlilkeil" Or hai! I toisolten hoiv he cotilJ talk 
Vhei, Ike inooil aa' |„.k again. To rit .ami 

nhii I;!,:. i^;’oyeyn,i ihum jviti, 

: H ‘;i':i,':hhlinlfn-->-o«iti.». vivid fu,cc .mtn 

-rziui;’ s‘Tr;;::-aiited „ ..ner ^ 

r""-'l ook what I n.as reading ivl.en yon e.inie.’’ 

l;:^hedn.y':?;;.bi:^— 

HTat":!!: y-tiS'i;! H'i ’■ ^ • 

r' t Tt was the message of a friend • 

.,h. n 1 V, as feeling of'Wend. ' A shaggy 

' ‘ ’';r' 'r‘;v:rthele"r onel lint how quick yon 
w™:''i'»ridtle llosaleen, to detect the rje„l:lkm,ru be.ucatl 

j::Htlnrf.Hh';a.nds 

f unily cannot be made to 5» virnrlicd me, until riiwr^ 
alluded to the Awdemy, .ijpiomiev an*! ^ remembered 
vears had taught le.ssons of 
the wild exaggeratmn of Iheir hr^.t mtcr^.e^^. 
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Before lie loft {-lie lia<l ankccl him to join oiir thoatro paifv 
«ii(l roUirn with us to supper. JJe accepted at once. Tiio 
play ^v.^s to ho “The Rivalji," and he told her "ravoly tliat 
Sir Lucius 0 Trigger Ija<i been dratt7i from li!s eliar.aotcristicr-', 
^ wliieh seemed a hewildcring Elatoment until Jio fiirtlirr 
cxphiincd that certain traits of human nature arc lorn an<l 
reborn until they become types, lie illustrated this by the 
art.' and piiilosopliic.s, and religious f.ui'iticisms of (he world 
until she seemed convinced. That was his wav. What he 
saw himself he sK-dgo-liamnieivd into other brains until 
perplc.\!ty drove llicin to agree with Iti.m. 

In my niallcatle and youtJiful condition such argunienl^ 
woie as convincing c-s he desired. Xothinv vr.-.< too impossible 
or too extraordinary to believe if only ho ile( hivorl it was so. 
Qhus it came to pe.'S that niy !on(' (!c'ir.-<I ( xjicctations were 
to be rendered nmre memorable by (he d( li-lit of his presencr-. 
It was another eoineidenee that the pl.iy!,< -dd he Sheridan v'. 
and that the wild ex.'.ggerations of Sir l.ueius O Ti igscr loro 
out to the full the Chevalier's liieory of iimfinidod type.?. 

The evening wa.s one of unmixed joy to me. Not only for 
(he c.akc of llio play and its associations, but for tlic sake of 
tlie.aft/.rdiscusdons after .suppor.uiiere he was the life and 
soul of the pally. So v. him.skal.so full of brilliant absurdilv, 
(nat one ami all, from the General dov.n to mv adoring seif 
hung on liLs words, laugherl at his huuiour. and lislen'-d iii 
rapt bewilderment to hi.s extraordinary deelmnations on tlic 
pliilo-soplncs and follies of life. 

Ihe General questioned him once on his own maiiial ex- 
pcncncos, but he would say very little. That awful war 
bad been a blunder and a butcherv. Tlio Wood-.ste.ined 

J f'n<l a despotic ambition. Uo 
loved the French and was none too lenient to IhoT Llat.anfc 
conquoro,^ The Ccner.l „.ree,l v.ith hi.n lo the 

Se.hL f " and icvelatinns was 

da. lied upon hun U'lthout jucrev 

* 1 , ^ turmo'I, wiicii llic Empire's fate 

mvt When the era.'^h came I unsheathul 

^ Failure ' 

1 guessed the h.aud that pulled the wirca for I tu ' 

hearts „cn ; the g,.„d of Tower I the"llw'.gii: o, .AXti™! 
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WIi.U I s;iy now tlie woilil will cclio one cl:jy. Cut truth 
ccMUc:? loo'hito to serve any purpose of Justice ! 

Til'll lie clicclo-a liiniself. and changed the suhjcct to the 
safer one of Hath and its hLtory. whicli he F'lJt'd more or 
h'ss whiin-^icallv and fascinatingly for ns all. llie gloiies 
luul cone, hit'they had left so much for us to trace an(\ 
ivmciiiher, that the on'- unpardonable sin of the Knghdi- 
,iR.aking race w.vs theri indifference to, or lynro.mcc of, ft 

"Thus heTodeVis hobby at his wildest pace. 
aJuuhhing his hearers hy the aecuiacy of his facU and tiio 

‘"''tVharV'del^bfn^^*''^ creature," 

'■ itinglcls" to mo. Wc were sitUiis next each otlici at 

lle^is a conius." 1 r.navered her proudly. 

'■ 1)0 you know if he’s married ? " the ivturued. 

held me silent. Wonhl women ^ 

fronrthM one point in any argument or a?soe.aUon 

nothing of his piivate.^^ 

111 *" 

'• f.s lie going to stay long m Ibilh . 

T said I believed 30. ^ 

'■‘^\rl:.T;nansocVv.a,.lacoo„,,^.^^^ 
I„.illi„nt, "ill su,vly RO „„a the County 

■ 'rr'r r'.^^rciir 1-^.0«,dt no.. 

I lx long, tihoolins 

You mn.st come to one ot our ^ , .„sidonts are 

. fuvonr tl,»t ,.•- 

r® vory’RocKl Icswoman, tboy ncclolmd 
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“ It is a most enjoyable recreation.” sbe retorted. “ Bo- 
Bides berng an English military art. The .S.-ison and Norman 
cojv]ueal3 r.ould have fared badly but for the skill of tho 
archer.” 

Fortunately the supper-party broke tip at this juncture and 
Tve all left the table. Tito Chevalier bade them farewell with 
polite tlianks for an enjoyable evcaiiig. He spoke to me last. 

” WJicn shall we licavo one of our rambles, Rosalceu ? ” ho 
asked. “What about the governess.” 

“ I have a fortnight s holid.iv,” I eaid eagerly. 

" Blessings on our Prelatical Feasts ! I ehall come hero 
for yon to-mon'ow. ^Vo will have a long day together to 
make up for lost time.” 

I sighed my content. Truly the Fntes were kind. And 
how foolish of “Ringlets ” to osk that question. Was ever 
anyone moro unliko “Benedick—the manied man” than 
my jirtut Chcvalitr, 
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IN- WHirn THT, THREAPS OF DESTINY CI1035 EACH OTHTB. 

To bn happv is to say little and feel mncb. 

I'loin tlic time of tlio Chevalier's return lie did r.ot loso 
10,Kh ^uih mv life ns^in for four yeam. Tme there were 
u.kps en.l separaiions of Ion" or short jicnods. But he alwnya 
returned to Bath, and always found me ea<;er to welcome him. 

In iSiosc four rears mv home was still in the old prey house. 

1 ronld see little cham-e in it, or my suriounding-s. Aun 
Thore-a end I were exeollent friends. Aunt Joanna st,U 
and went, am! prumbled at imaginary b'' k’v.^>>ccs con- 
.... ,„,.d with her l.u-^).aml, her housenoUI. or ^ ^ . 

l.'.MHiy we had heard no word since she i^ent to Au.craha, 

im,x,r,.nc. of 

inu'.-ii iii . covernesse.s and 

Hcvcnteenth birthda\. 1 i hn tinished Then? 

rh ses iMv education was supposed to be tmi.^licu. in. 

iJ bM sixx.i..l di,mor io l.ono.u- of ibe event. A .nt .f 
I o nru? dootor wove coining* were I^iuglo ■. 

* Vj!ir\dolr)hn3 Thev iiad m^irried the yor^r previously, 

5;“"^ :ss;=i - s™ s 

3'‘3 

Abwv'-Ho the' mS Cutler's had sent me some gift 

ami letter to letter in hopes of seeing 
writing. But it was not evident, and my heart 
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Aiint Tijorcsn nntl T were brcakfaslin" in tlic parlou. 
usual. Her pre.-e.’.t li.nd been the (lres.>. A lovely wijitc 
silk trimmed with one of her pn-vioin jneeM of Iri.sli lacv. 
Siic coinmoiiled on the vario»i3 A Kold Lroo' h fioin 

Aunt Jo.mni. A gold v.ateh and rlviin If'^m the Doctor. 
A string ci j'cnris from the old ticneiul and hig wife. A;i 
album fiom ” Ringlets ’ and A<lolj>hiH. (t felt sure it liad 
been cnc of Ijcr own wedding f iesejits.) A volume of Shak» • 
.spoarc's Thus from the Judge. A hifge lovtiy bouquet of 
narci sns and <:.ilTodil.-*, tied with while rmd yellow ribboiH 
from Madame Od\llo- 

“ flow lovely ! J wonder how .she managed to get llicta " 
eJieliiimod .^imt Tlicresa. 

“ Slic mu.'it have ordered them fiom the florin’s, speeiaUy,'’ 
I said, di'inldng in their fragrar.ee v.ith greedy .appreeialirm. 

The door was fiuiig wide, and there ci.tererl- t h.c Chovalit r! 

He was e.aiy ing a large bouquet in hii hand, wrapped in 
white pap.cr. He bent low ii\d l-sicd mv hand, inurmurin'' 
a fonmil?. of his own. 

‘■To tlic Dark jMaiden of Dreams and of Dignities— 
felicitations! I lay my olTering at her feet.” 

He tore ofr the paper and I eaw a maguilicent Limcli of 
Neapolitan violet.s. They, too, were tied with broa<i ribl)on 
of their own colour, and held a!) the pcifumc of a southern 
spring in their heaits. 

Jly stammered thanks mingled Mslh my wonder at hia 
unexpected advent, and yet somewhere, deep donu in mv 
heart, something seemed whispeilng, "And every / 
threw at her fat—viohls." J J * ^ 

'j'hat history should repeat itself ts natural, but (hat (ho 

homage jmid to one shrine is rej-caled at another is not co 
Bixtiftfuctory to the ch’itv* 

Jf they had been anything but—violets. 

Aunt T[»rrcs.a welcomed him c.^cwly. He miut have 
bro.akfast. It wis dehghlful to give us such a surprise 
And as r placed his chair and cleared the space before him 
of my gift packages, 1 echoed her word-*. 

He Lad come by iho night train from London, he told u". 
The violets wow from Covent Garden Market. 

“ xT Ttf' i’ ”‘■'"'■“‘1 Amt Theresa, 
-\o. Jhat was ray own tribute,’' 

lie smiled radiantly. 
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*■ It i.< pood to sec a prophesy fulfilled. Wliat did I say? 

‘ \ slim grave luaiden. dark eyed end ecuoii.H.’ Do you feel 
tlie weight of r.u added year already, Rosaleen i Surety 
1 ot. St;iv a little longer hv the hrook-stde —‘ Whfsc* woman¬ 
hood and* chiltlhood >ne4d.’ Don’t lioM out too ready a 
-i-etiug to the Maturities. I was seventeen onee. Once 
My child, it is rot good to live a hmidrul years and 

1 uiK ha- k oil failure end rogfet. 

•• V hundred ycaiN ! " I echicd stupidly. . , . r 

I'hev have iK-en lived in cxperienee if not 
l.iil ii givv-horn loon, a rc.^.reit.d.il Kip in V. inlde. when 
1 look at’yonr radiant youth. Snit-Iy. theio is .silver in my 

lu k'. p.irl on Juv l^row 

•• Viui will never he old. fhcvalier," said Aunt Therosa. 

■ i. the gift of our glorious 

m'jtcnt m-rrily on. nn.l !,o I];}'™ ^ 

,1,0 ,1,,V. It ttonhl c-!t..-.r Uj. inrsenlly. I tvns b,.un.l to do 

tln.t in l„.„on,- of nf. lln l.nd o,dt.,v,l n 

U- ,iiKl drive to Lac-A-k. Inneh m the old um m the \il a e, 

; edMlK. Ahlley. and he hack in good time for tea. and the 

*’l\^ar(i?Mite^ had often talked of I.acock village 

aa tli'' one pure u.ia-lultcratcd hit o! meuueval life in tho 

''"'irm up to tho attic to thank Madame Od.vUe for her 
.^ifr I toM her I should wear the dsnodiN with mv wlnto 
Tlrcss to-night. She gave me a tlionsaud good ^'^hes i 
I, or f.vonrit' language. Then 1 menla'iied tie ^hc^ahcls 
s riuis- visit '■ He hurst on us with tiic suddenness of 

b- bronght .no a grant lovoly bnnch of ^ea- 

gii^rvon do,von; also ! And- violets V' , 
Ves^vlolets. Soinelicvv they made me tluiih o. a story 
^•ou once told me. Do you rememlx r ? .. 

* •• T 1, memlxT. Dut wliv should you . 

-tl was sncl. a pretty story, Jl.vinmc. lint so sad. It 

child, T-li me. hon- docs 

look! this wild Knight of yonr's, svho “T, 

the world to the other for sake of your company . 
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“nr-nrnf? Oli, no! I{o com''3 fr>r imnv r.a-on'’. 
Rwviisc iiL- lovjs JUlli. Rrca";e lie fjii;i;;vh witii his fiEIi 
tenun.s, or ^'ro.v.s woiiry of a ph><;. .-x nioiilh . ’ 

“ Ho rify's not t weary of H.tUi, it would atc iu ’ 

I could Uiiiili of no n-plv. 

Sonic tliree inilca from k vi’lo.ic wo JofL (li^' carria'^o 
to walk to Hie Ablyy. The tl.iy had <l.-au. I lo br.E-hkr 
8iin.di!u*', and holh of ns jn(d.rr(<l wall,in:' to diiving? 

^ We went lo the Abbey, and were .sho.ni fli- clobb'is and 
cnaptor-hoiiro nii'l refectory. Wc weud.i;d ihrotcdi tho 
gr.iss-grown walk* of 'ho ol<l R.arden. Jla .ing all tlicro 
was M) wc m.ulc a fnigel nu-e.l at tf.e inn, in a .small low¬ 
er, hiiged room all hhtolc oak. and polLI., .! roptaT, and wall 
ciiohoards of he.aiitifnl old china, abynl vdiVii the ChcValkr 
klivw’ lliuij t)io posse 

'-It i.s strange, my child,’' Jiesrd. “(h^.t lh« b-,( tl.iii-s 
belonp to t.ioao wlio don't T;‘.br aivl cerl-dnlv do i t 

noc<I them. The avL treasm.. ,.r i, dy end Sp dn andV:' neo 
arc .shut np m R ca.*c.*. or ium;- p ,l.,,.c wa!!.?. Tho*o 
Hbo would nioH love and be. I .vj-pn , th^i,- |,...iutic.s liave 
often no nic.vn* to travel, or no {-Vi ’ f., on "reedv 

casby.ians ^ on ve never 1,.- ., 1 -. Ko.vtbcn V ” 

- K?' v.hv h- .slmiiM nd<. 

Tne .. t.ona GatK-ry. p:r f-.u,,',, an.l Ihe Itiiiki, Miwe,.,,, 
lioly of ho!;o., .h.rk and r,l....mv. and iM.•^p^-vil,!v u,, 
mkios.mR. Am-nems v,..ii it. (:,,d .vhv, and 

iiupnvd jo.nnahst*. or wrilers vho want to crib* from pn^t 

tint/lhev ‘‘^‘'7^ aiTanped. clauine.?. .and gnariled 

‘""l" hi'k'll!.sl!nvmg!'r : 

ilritish siglit-secr.” ‘^^^‘‘loiamary immtcll.eence of Iho 
“Perhaps you'wiu l>e there when I go ? " I said. 
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lie gave* me a quick look. We were walking I»ack along 
the broad high road leading to Corsham. “l>ocs it occur 
to you, Rosaleen, that a time miist come—it may como 
sooi’i—when I shaU be unable to play ‘ guide, philosopher 
and friend ‘ to you?” 

I pave a liUlc gasp, “yo^i are going to l>e married! 

“ \uiii (h Dii ii ! How vour sex trade on that resource of 
hapless imbeoilitv. Married? Never! I love my frce<lom 
too w(!l. Find me a woman that would be comjjanion and 
fiien<), leaving inc to do as I will, just as I should leave her. 
Knowin? me loo well to misunde.'staml, yet well enough to 
love ; caring nothing for what I seemed, only for wliat I was. 
Ready to pardon what had gone befor.-, just for sake of 
v.hal Vamc after. I tall; in parables, my duld. Sm-h women 
,|.,n l exist. The world wasn't made for tlicm. 
need of atu el. or Ihtre would have been no celestial hicn.-thy 

ii) livnui of CroAlion* 

'• ‘Bui I said; dropping into l!u' oM . imihAr term 

by rcaMUt of the old familiar harangue. “ You descnlxxl 110 

I not ? At iMst. I <io3cribc<l tl.c ■ I,nros,il.!o Sl.c ’ 

or V hoin we dream in voutli, and shun in age 

1 Ian'hod. t^omchow 1 was not soro' that he should (.och.ro 
his klcui iini)os.dblc. Tt was only another u-sult of hi. landom 
miiNuit after the Eternal Verities. 

^ ' \\hv <lo von laugh, my child? I am deeply serious, 
lot us‘return to our starting-point. Tho parting of our 
V, s W'hich, after all, Is a very usual startiiig po.nt for 

S;™:: 

iUy if tlic privilege is Io go on mu( h loiio^^r . ^ . I 

l™aiA '“Tl.r-vc swms no noed to put it,” ^ 

,>’ould r,-,tl.cr leave the unttcr 'f ^ 

it3 own Nsiies, drift to its own development ’ Tl..it is U o 

It U,n!:,i^Intial not 
;:h‘“i:i;;^h;»-^iou.isehan., 
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andcr the supcrvif.ion of the Proprieties. Il.-itoful cats they 
aiV, HoSciltoii! Put, ncvcrllicK*.-;?, aj‘po:n(ed as tlie j'lo* 
tfctors of demure, dark-r-yed liuiulciiho^al on its piogicrs 
ihiough the vale of social plcn.*-Hr(s. You will try your 
lircr.tico hand to-night. That is why I pleaded for adiiii.viion 
to llic festal board. The reception aftcnv.ards may boast 
of pooflly youth or figliing swain for aught I know. It 
would only l>c right and pui]XT that it slsould." 

•Again 1 laiighoel gaily. ‘"Dio reception is to ho a wliist 
pally for some half-dozen old fogies of the nrighbouihootl, 
imttu.al friends of my aunts. ’ 

“'J'iicrc is a nephew, or grand iKplicw of llio General*?, 
your aunt meitlioiicd him. iir.jor Hayes from India. In¬ 
valided liome.’’ 

•‘That dorsn t somul ir.lerosting. I nevor hoard of him ” 
Put dou t you really feel as if chances were at Lund, 
my dear? ’ he asked, dropping liis banter. 

Xo, I said. Why should I? 1 don't see why lifo 
cant go on this year as it went on la.t, or the year l-cfoic, 
and before, and before. They were all happy and-i-un- 

eventfnl. Use only one I hated was liiat year you wens 
quite out of them ! ” 

“ \oii really did niisa mo then ? ’’ 

rn * ^ emptiness. Aud nclhing 

Cllod jt. ^otlung could. ’ ® 

“Put I camo back '! ” 

Yc.o, j-ou came back.” 

^ he said, with his odd whimsical smile, 

llicrc b no more to add to that.” 

” ^ on would like that return to Dscan the continuance cf 
our two lives, my child ? ” 

“ It doesn t seem possible to me that you should ever eo 
qu:lc out of ^ 

cra'vitr'-'UV /.■■'r'l'T'"”' '’"T ’ ” ''' 

.LaJh^FSeh 4.''“^ ““ 

wnclom L'r T?'"™*’ “gain in the old 

random waj. There was never lack of subjects, or lack of 
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f.i.xl f.-r fd’tvi'rsation with thf' ('lirvitllor. ^ I't I oannot tell 

1.. .\v w.- to violf'.s and liis ;:ifl of tin- mornin;;. or wfuit 

,„id' me Muldrnly t-11 him of Iho atory Madame Odylle had 

v.riMe'i and ou'*e tohl ti> me. _ 

Hr .•stopiH-d •niite suddenly ^ reached the end of it. 
St Pik d and stand at my faio in a blank l»cwildcrcd way. 

•• <!■■ ni' H ! Hut that is strange t She writes what 

1 cn:'.'t' d. 'IVll me, child, v.hat is sho like, this lonely 

V 'a In r. who livv^ so strange a life ? ” t n 

• 1 tliitdc she niu.'t have liccn beautiful—once, 1 faid. 

• |; fotr that horrible accident. In a lire it was; J^nd it 
d.digmvd her for life. Her skin, her eyes, arc dreadful to 

1.. 0k at. Hut li'-r voice- oh ! that is lovely 

• \nd >h.’ is a v.iit'r yuii say ? 

• She v.iilrs in'rrvneh and Eiulish. Her mami. 

f-.-ript, air ;rut to someone in Tans. I . J'l”‘ 

ll.t fm evrr so long .^he has la-cn wntmg a book 1‘‘ ^ ‘lov^ 
.. ,..h : to g.-t i,„i-.hed. She always says 1 gave her the title, 

I'lr iii't lim' I went to see her. t 

\|„I I t..M him of th^it Cliristnins Kve and how I had 

f1 h.r so loMcIv and «Totrhe.l in l>er gioo.ny ■'oom He 
.nod ,vi<i.«nt 

, IVO io echo my concluding words, .1 O.iy Life. 
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SUOWl.XO HOW SHADOWS FOLLOW SV-N.-Iir'E. 

A girl nvty l)c cxciisctl for somo cxcik-uL*n» as lo Iwr ftr<b 
( voiiirtg-clit'ss ajJi'^yirancc. I surveyed invicif in Aunb 
TlKToia's long clitva! glass nitli great iiittlesl. 

The Miff, white silk Inujg in folds. 'J lie srjii.irc cut ned; 
was edged v.ith lovely Liiaoriek lace, and the .Ninie fell from 
the elbow tioevev. 1 wore no jewellerv tave that tltiiu' of 
leans, tlie old Citueral's gift. A knot of d.dlodiJa was^tliu 
only touch of colour in (lie j.urilv of eireet. 

Aunt Theiesa declared her.self aatislied. Tli^ I.o Suir skin 
had tmnnphed over youthful sallowacss, and I had icjeelod 
tao use of starch or violet iiowdei indignantiv. Jfv ehceks 
had colour enough to shame sueh m titieial rose*- as I had seen 
Aiuit Joanna and I-aany assume, and inv hair was pro- 
lionnred a ciedit to my ov.n skill at toiffurin?. Cnthered 

aid fimn t-'J l, it asked uu 

ftj I ftom n •aolles, or chignon padsi, 

- » and ntUT fl,c in,|«tic.n of Jiid.lv and 

1 or Jr.ir\ and Aunt lliOK.ui, I llucw a liulit ivoolloii 
tlianl o,vr lay slioiddcre and ran up lo tlio aUics 
Her rv.ora was so dark lint I suggoslcd a liulit. 
iNo, no. 1 ean scro peifcetlv." she ‘jni.i Vt r,,^. , 

*'i'fci" ‘'‘o'*'"; •'‘■‘•I'sld- Hon t'look at me,” ' 

T l, l at ■no T 

to S|iat. ““ " '“‘“’S f«' iK r 

ako t^'a •'cforo 

..»£i - a.- 

CriS" ^ ‘ “ “ « ' “ '«■ l-ic . H.I.- 

;;Vou like my dress, Madame?” 
iJut,.ycs. of course. It suits you as you suit it. I 
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thoiipl.t llio 5t'1;eme soMnclod Jiard wlic*n rou described it 
liut— 110 . It wli.it otio would say radiant. There is only 

one thin?;--those llowcra? ’ 

“ But tliey r.rc your’s, Madame ! And so lovely ! 

'■ You had other’llowcrs. Why do you not wear them ? ” 
fho spoke in IT-cnch. 

'Die violets of the Ch-'valicr ? I answered in the same 

"jt would please hini. And llicy iroald go better with 

^ I wanted to please yon, dear ^Lidame. And I received 
vour’s first. They wore my fnvt biitliday pectins. 

^ “ I desired thov should bo set by your plate. 1 am glad 
tticy were your’lint Erecting. But having fulMled their 

Ml- no ! Tliev are going to be with me to-nipt. They 
brcaihe spring, an<i hoi>e, and your Idiidly thoughts. I will 

not out them aside.” , ■ t 

As vou will;’ she said gently. *' But your other fnend 

had t!iou?'his as kindly, and he brought his 

I cannot help thinking he may ^ 

T laii-died -’ailv. " Chcre Madame, but "7 

lihe hal Not sentimontak foolish, c.rigeanl And though 
1:1;,arc vey lovely, I do not think they go to tvcll 

with a wh.itc loikUc as your goiden dafloclns . 

not .c,hor lave 

a ion" pa>ise. Then, suddenly, I cannot tell why, I blurted 
out a question. “Are you smr you never knew him, 

"slnltillfaS^Siuh’d the filmy folds with one .ala 

liftllda * • t *1 ‘I Ia ^ 

IFnw ran VOU tinnlc it prv"-.iulO . i • 

now can > i j. ^ cliain oi 

vioHs^idS/T ll:; a sto,y oi-them, and you cnee wroto 


n. 




yean? aeo. ’ , , 

It h.ul hern published then. Crt^ethm" that 

■■ But lie told it an actual oe-.irrcncc. Someth.n^ 

might have happened to himself.' 
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“ It is impossiWe. Or else—a coincidence of Iniapnation. 
lie is all iniaginatioii and fantasy, your friend.” 

“ Vcs. liut Ijo htos sc.iie moments, it Mas in one of tl»cm 
lie told me that story. Your story, Mudanie; Mxltten by 
yourself. Is it not a little moic than- coincidence 'I ” 

She shivered suddenly, and drev? her gaii 7 y u-rappings 
closer. 

You must run away nou', chcric. It L> cloco upon seven. 
They will be loohlns for you.” 

” Why do \ou sliivcr so ? Are 3*011 cold ? ” 

“ Yes ; cold v.'ith a chill not of earth, t-onie forelodine of 

dudinv.” 

% 

“ Ail: don't prophesy evil lo-niglit I ” I enticnted. ‘‘ When 
I am so liapp)*.’’ 

*’Xo, no, 1 will not!” she cried hurried)}*. “But run 
a .vay, m}' child. Haste thyeclf! I do not desire to e<e 
inor:'.” 

Mure—of me ? ” Jly tone was hurt .and half indigimiit. 
“ More of the shatlous and troubles that will fall. ' They 
have been coming ncaier, nearer. . . . No, not on \oi\. 
But on tliose connected ivith you.” 

A memory of previously fullillctl prophesv sn-ept back to 

mv mind. 

% 

“ On my nunts-again ? Oh ! I hope not! If voii .seo 
the dmiger can't you see a av.ay to avoid it ? ” 

No, my child. That is not sliomi me.” 

Her head sank on her hands. The shadows of the slindotw 
room crept out and closed round her like ghostly embleu'^ 
of her thoughts. With a sudden sense of terror and ill- 

oram I rushed away, and into tho light and Marmth of tho 
room below. 

I caughl up Aunt Joanna on tlie point of entry. She said 
the doctor had been called away, and would come in later. 

wL approbation so charaeter- 

ishe of her general opinions, I think I never remember her 

gremg any praiso that was not qualified, nor cjjpressing anv 
approval with enthusiasm. The habit u-as glowing u^u 

J'S if her married life no longer Md erumpM 
rose-leaves, but sharp-r-et thorns. Never was a™o so 
womod by servants, so victimized by tradespeople*so mis 

™afT„t jI':?''"’ by - '>u;band a. 
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i\s Dr liKiivrJe’s arrival was iiaoorla:n we went clown to 
dinner v itl.out fm lljcr dol.iv. BricJpct had c.vcellcd hci^clf, 
nnd Aunt Tlicrcsa lia<l ordered si/cc ia! entrees and jellies from 
Font’s of Mil^oni Street. The General oi>oncd a magnum 
of c-hamiMgne. and insL^tecl on drinking my hea th. He 
ni u’e a vrrv eharminj spct'cli winch left me m blus.iing 
enharra^Muent, and to v.hicli the Chevalier re|diccUor me. 
wittily and greccfuliy. that he was applauded to the echo. 

heallli w-’.s d'ninU also. , , » 

Aainl do.imui sud it wvi a naieulous fuss to maKC about 
,ii- H id it been mv coming of age as an hcire.^s. she «ould 
have undcrotood it. lint to be s.-venteen-wliat th-j^ ^ 
At wineh juncture Hr. ^^erIfale appeared, and took tlie 

v-.e-oit nlaa- Lcddc l/idv Hontgomeiy. 

lio o -ld across the table at Aunt Theres.a. " Arc you 
.xpMiug anybody ebe ? " he said. " A cab laden wUh 
ln<lua«'e d.ove up jud- as the door 0}>ened to me. 

‘‘\Vith ingg.vge? It must be a nn.t d<c. I m e^K-cting 

« row fiim-tU to cards; but not till nmoo clock. 

' IC Ivdno move ; tl>.- onVi- of dinner ••rnd I.elFd 

if .0 ol,:nnn,„. . 1 conid - 

:.:^:dor;Sc:;;;"rtd^Wcn.o 

,,nt in Ills li'-.'d niptorioiislr-. ^ „ 

^ •• Mi-s Then'-sa, im. am, you re Wt..ital. 

c‘ . Tl.'^rr-a ‘.pran- np and went out. closm.g tlie door 
Aunt J hx.re.n . P ^ ^ conversing 

h d I ‘ b-, tcn'minidrs ,.iv«od, 

r" Tl 'r^r,!'i ir t ...turn, Aurd- Joannn bognn lo 
?■'V hi eked tl.0 doctor if lie had seen anyone^iu the 

of some ..a, - visitor d 

:;;:r::;r:‘;S!;^eird .o f.c ,i:is.ios m.d fo^cd dos,to 

Use Chevaliers frcntlemen to tlrlr wine.” 

, ' ' ' l''wifra .0? ni-' ‘dance a? Lady Mnntgo.nory. who 
pIio k.ucI, wifi) a and the otlier lacbe.s. 

lvr;;s:c,ro!d’in''th;' usual'ordor. TI,o door closed Icldud 
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Tiiorc wore two boxes in the hall. Cirt;!t, '«ttoii^ trunks 
unlike our ordinary passenger luggage. Aunt .Foanna liad 
too much of mother Eve i?i her to pass by enytljifig so un¬ 
usual. She bent over one of (he trunks (a read tlie name. 

She pave a faitit shriek. I rushed lo her side. jhuI eauglit 
lier arm. Her face was !ivl<l. She pointed (o Ll;<- iiit me on 
the white c.ard, tiutacked c.atcfully on the lid. 

'‘Fanm/! lt*s Fanny! She’s back ag.sin 1 ’ 

The Olliers eiowded round her caperlv. 

‘■\our sister’'" cried Lady Montgomery. ‘ Itid you 
exper t her ? ’ 

*■ E.vjv-et lier ? No ! We h.aven’l heard a Vionl from her 
since slie went out to Airstialia! ” 

The others exchanged plaiua-s, and iniirniuiv<l adoiu'li- 
merit. Then they turned back to the staircase and went 
on tlieir way to the drawing-room. 

Joanna remained staring at the boxes as if they eonld IlH 
her anytliing of this erratic omu-r. 

I had echoed her astonished uUeranee of (hat oininou^ 
name. ‘’Fanny!” Fanny b.ack here, and landing on u-i 
without a word of warning or explanation. It fcemed in¬ 
credible. Rut even as I thought of that iurreilil»iiily. I 
rcmeml>ercd the warning of ill that had soundr>d in mv'ears 
before I loft tlie attics. 

Had that strange scoi-ess Ijcen right again ? Trouble was 
never far removed from Fanny's proximity. She was tho 
stormy jictrel of the family, and after leaving us in peace 
for four years .she had ceen fit to descend upon u.s agaiu. 

”Rut wliere is she ? I must see her! ” exclaimed Aunt 
Joanna suddenly. 

And fiho rushed olT upstairs and to the drawing-room. 

1 followed her. And there standing calmly in tl-.e mid.st 

of an excited group was the unexpected visitor. Tali dis- 

tingmshcd looking, calmly indifferent to the consternation 
she had occasioned. '‘<uiuun 

Fanny Oliver —in u idcu's mounihic / Rl.aek from 

bead to ^oot- the snowy cap of her litllo bonnet, the Liv 

nboit her so 

she stood; and so wc met again. 

I ^tolled Aunt Joanna’s impetuous approach Anv 
greotms that the surprise might naturally hJy, 
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•nas ros.oljlc. Rut a'^ain as on a Rimilar tragic advent all 
biie fxprc^^c.l h.nself of, v.as, “ ^Vell—Fanny ? fco hero 

* 'I’hore n*is a frigid alt-snpt at a s-ptcrly cml-racc before slio 
(..nmn-'ntod on iLc uiouiiung aline, distinctive of troubled 
coiulil'ons. 

• I tn ;orry to SCO-' . , , t 

.\unt TIki-: a uitcn-uplcd—' Poor Oliver is dead, Joanna. 

Dird a year ago. F.umy has been very ill. The doctoi^ 
oiihTtd iier home.'’ 

•• Rut why didn't you aiTitc and tell us ? 

Finnv's ryes flashed round the circle of curious faces. 

'• Do you want a public cxi.hnation of my reasoni ? 1 m 
nfraid it’will siioil the gaiety of your evciung. \ou re having 

in honour of Ro=alcen‘s bnthday, eaid Aunt 


Thi icsa. '• She is seventorn to d.\v. ’ 

1 < ;une foi'waid as she turned towai.Li me. 1 had remained 

n sireelator up to lhat iu-un:nt. I held out a hand ^ 

tnX it, and Li.Hcd me in the old 

id.out as much warmtli of feeling as if we bad been t^^o 

voo len dolls automaticdiy moved to a show „ 

•• '*;o vou rc Still hero ? ' she said, and glanced at my tall 

llgu.-c and “grown up” toileJU^ w.tli supeme disfavour. 

• Where else should I be .' 1 asAcd. r • irt 

“ At a boarding scliool. of course. \ou can t be llm.dicd 

"r>'-y ^ f 

Tl.c.\sa lak" ort you (lungs. You n.u.t tned 

"'itu -'i -i'l -<1 “> 

f ilrun; glo^m UoU fuUcn on myself ond 
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on crcrytliing connected with the evening. Faniiy, of all 
people, to h!i\'c come here to-night of nil nights! To be 
once more reinstated in the houpo she bad so scandalized. 
To assume that air of belonging to u.s, and simply taking 
life where she had dropped it—these were dlslurhing tljoughta. 

I tried to get away from them To hojic that Fanny's 
visit would only bo a tcinporarj’ one. That she had only 
come to SCO us, and would soon be going away to live on her 
husband’s prci)erty in Moinnouthshirc. Surely ho had left 
it to her as In’s widow ? 

I told the doctor of Fanny’s arrival, and he seemed as 
astonished ns we had been. He asked for particulars of 
t'apt.'iin Olivci's death, but*! could give him none. Sim 
had said so little, and there had been no lime for questions. 

“Is she much altered ? She was such a l.androme girl.” 

I sa;(l sho looked much older. But J^os^ibly (hat was ovring 
to the widow .s dress. Otherwise, I adilcd, there was very 
little change in her. 


It seemed an odd coincidence that as we were talking about 
Iier sho should come into the room. She—and Aunt Joanna 
—in quite friendly fashion. That was destined to bo a n'glit 
of surprise?, 

Fanny had taken off her bonnet and cloak. She wore a 
high black dress with narrow collar and cuffs of line Inrni. 
Her hair was dicsscd in .a new and most becoming fa.shion. 
Her colour w.as brilliant; the expression of her face subdued 
and eh.astened. ^\ hatover the young widow had meant to 
a circu of women, she me.aut something very different and 
far more fiuscinating to a circle of men. At least, I could 
only suppose so judging from the immediate sen-sation her 
enti-ance oocasionod. She moved about talking to old friends 
ns sho called them ; the General, Adolphus Cutler—his wifo 
—then Hr. Jfcriynlp. .She approached him last. They shook 
liaiuLs ajnost silently. Then sho sank dowi on tlie chair 
where I had b^n sitting. I had vacated it at a sign from Aunt 
Theresa which I translated from long experience as, “go 
and play something.” > t>^ 

I went over to the piano. The Chevalier followed me. I 

S'*! wn ” ^ ^ 

11 ,ft sit beside you and converse of Shakespeaiv, and 
Hie musical glasses, and the queer happenings of this topsy. 
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\nTxy TTorUl," *' I "'>« cunosltj. It is, of course, 

Iho iKVoinc of the Ciieut EioFin-ut who has arnvcci onco 

; wiilowcd now. I do hojic is not going to ecltlo 

* You are no longer a child. Y’ou have rtson 

tlIiovc tho canLces of female tvraunj'. 

I sounded a few choicls softly Wfore I answcicd Imn, 

thronch the leading phrases of a Chopin nocturne. 

man knows nothing of the i-r/ of tyranny that . 

' n iii-n \uut Fanny is canahle of. It s something cold, 
“on: hmdblo it sVeads through every action; 

it alters one's outlook on all the simi.Ie, naturrd things of 
f. IIS impo,^dl,le to dcscr.bo ... so is a imsl. 

A'coid. cl.u'.iuy, horrible thing penetrating to }Our very 
there are heights to ascend. Regions apait where 

the mi.d docs 1 ..' follow one. -TgM “ I ffol 

•' If vnii li\^d veu WOlUU ^ Eau. 

;';ir 

..!1 my c nj V _flic of freedom. . • • 

.Migl.t of 1'™?,="™ 'x|.,a„,rgi.ttobo.-.t.abo..cl. 

What do you think rhe ewd . a»ai. i yi e. 

ing school!’ vnidre not at one, neither arc you 

.. \VolI, ,vbat o ...I • X. ,'a V,icc L^vo p.rt or 

OU'llC to 0!lw« t I ;j, \^0!l d!c*V 

parcel in your j'^baTC never heard you befom.'’ 

except at the card partes as mr aceom- 

to • f! I eool.l SCO 

play, or J. ^ ^ from the other occupants. 

"‘^TowTong c- ^on go'^: from theme to theme, and piece 

topicce2’’aslu>dthcChevalK•^ 

As long a-s I remember them. ^ 

“ Your memory is vciy good. 

“ Vftn trained t, vtou hun(o. t on rout _n' 
.»/„rrcl.nl.ri„g c. tior,. to try to forgot ... 
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“ wa^ and h true; but morn (ri:-' of llio liuils and 
trials of !if(' tlian its siipcjlicialitirs. ’ 

'■ Yon don't tall music st 4 )Ciliticd '! It in one of tlio 
tilt'.' 

A fragment of Ihc lowly RigolcUo Q'latltUe cmpiiasl/rd 
my intanine. 

■‘Aii! lie scolTcd. “What is Art ? The f»fT{fj)tion of 
^ t • 3 t is non-existent to sn]»evli<.ial wiists. 'J it.- 
lailurc to (■x})ro>s it to those senses Midi aiiytliin;: a|if.;oa<!i- 
iiiy conviction. A thin,'' so limited th.-l mdin/i v 
tan ( pusp it, No one appiftiat-s v.hal tl.'y'e.u. i umlcr. 
bt,'inl or taii'i do tlicjiL tlvos." 

••Oil- Ii! ' 

He laughed. “ Yon would say lli.d it d..e-n’t need ;i p^.-t 
to apprttiatc D ante ? A stulplor to tomj/itli.-nd li.i-I 
Angelo V A I'aint .-i-to grasp the lieb-dta! Iit.ait 1-. s of l{;,n',u l, 
and Era Angelico, and Turner V IJnt i( thiK- ’ their 

meaning liad Itetn tienslai.-d to the Lower Ini. Itiwnea. thr- 
Morld ueiild have l»ecu in ignoraneo of iheii' v.iliie. (if 
toiirsc that value is largely fictitious. The Moilds’onlv 
estimate of a work of art is its price : or tlie impo^dhililv of 
nUaimng it. If the old masics hadn't teamed to exi-t t!u v 
would command no k-tler market than flie new d uihcr.-.'' 

•'But .art. ns Ail. has notliing to do uitii pc/.v/’ 

*■ JiasM t it ? Ask the artist, or the mu>ician. or the inm 
of letters Tlien-for contrad-put the tame question lo 
the inventor of a patent needle.” 

I ceased pitying out of sheer a-stonishment. 

He went on flamboyantly. “The .art of mouD « 
highest rank of all. Witli the Creeks the tost of exe-iicne • 
lay m the spoken nord. WIio has excelled their tvawdiw - 
Their successors arc .it best copyists. And om own langmnV 
the best and most licuntifni pari of it. is derived from tlieid^ 
Words arc only sound, yon know, unless tl.ey iK).s.ses.^ for.n 
and harmony. Ihe British savage exhibited little .seme of 

imjlroved r -""" Mhat wc have not 

“The first thing that impressed me about yon," I s-,id 

was yonr marvellous command of words ” ' 

I am glad of that,” he said. “I do ^s.se,, the aT^ 
expression. Words aro to me wliat light^ad shade aie to 
the pmalcr, or form is to the sculptor." ^ 
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*• T always wonJcr von don't write ? Books—of course ? ” 

He laughed. “ Too much trouble, my child. l amaiczy 
devil at best. To corapensato for my other gifts Dam® 
Nature rendered me incapable of expressing myself apart 
from mvsolf. If it were not for that—Ab, Ro^alcen, tho 
Ihin'^s I might have achieved; the man I might have been . 
Play on. my child. Play a dirge for the burial of wasted 
talents, and profitless hours. The funej^ march of a jest.t 

who loved life and yet misused it-to the end. 

r played something. Minor chords that sounded bard and 

wend: a little mocking undercurrent for the theme. 

He listened sllcnlly till I ceased. 

•• It, sounded right. What was it. Rosalccn . . 

“ The Funeral March of a Marionette, 1 saiO. 
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Is* Wllicn A TllEOUY Pr.VEI.OPS IMO CEr.TATNTT. 

I.ittm: hy litllo I pAtlirrod Aunt I'anny*.? sloiy from fiAp- 
incntfj into a wJioIp. 

It r<‘t its lioj'cinc as a lonp siifforinp and dcoplv T^Tfnprd 
woman. After exemplary d< volion to an invaliri huAl'.'iiid, 
after the liurc.shijjs and diroomfoit.s of (.’olonial life, Miv. 
Oliver found hor.^olf almost pimileM, and had to tliiow Jior- 
self once more on tlio charity of her ehiev slvtcr. 'J'he c; tate 
of George Oliver went to a younger hrolhcr. as he h.ail m. 
direct heir. His life iiu-nrcnce wn all he left hi.s widow. 
■ A paltry fifty pounds a year/’ slie calhd ii. “ Quito iu- 
MinuKui to live upon ! ” ?lie al.-o said her hushaud had 
heen extravag.ant. Ho had lived up to every penny of hU 
inrcme, end the ex|x*n;es of his ilIne^s ran away with any 
savings. On th'' wliole she deemed it Ixst to eome heme. 
•Uvmg m the Colonics was expensive, and sl.e fell sure .Aunt, 
ilierc.?.'. would take her a.s a hoarder '-on sjx-eial terms ’ 

&o jt was settled .she was to remain and the little parlour 

heeame onec more a hornets nest for me. It didi/t matter 

Miiat 1 (Ucl or said, or looked or v.ore, it wa-v nlway.s wiong. 

iJcsidcs, she took an inveterate dislike to the Chevalier. 

wandering all over tho place 

LrlVl * scallywag! w.as the polite way she phrased 
her objections to my rambles with him. * 

mmibrr «5 angrily as 1 fdt, she told me to re. 

on ^ '"•»*- •'’•nd bad a right to 

•mil ItnfiH' ^ ***’ reuse of what was proix*!- 

Iiad, r.i.cl ^ould take care I learnt it She worried Ami'r 

“ SV r,S •'""t Tl.rro.,'.. 

^ uut men are always the worst.” 
to Ch!”^' I*" since she came 
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“ All llic more reason lie sliouUl be Iccpt in his pUco. 
Besides, he is half mad. Everyone says so.'* 

•‘Bcoanse ho is so clever.’’ 

“ Clever? Oh, my dear Theresa, (lie man is a iv'clcct 
Sfouiitcbank! Uc h.aa the Irish ‘ gift of the gab,* if you 
t all Ihit clever. ISuch rubbish as he talks 1 vc never heard 

’life'* 

"\”had li.dened patiently until tint assertion. “I fancy 
VOit would find it diliicult to understand the • 

For one tiling, he never flatters yon. j>ut if yon 
I am eoing to give up my walks just because you object to 
them vou-rc .Try much mistaken ! I going out witli 
him nmv." 1 udded, Bignilicaiitly, "Aot to ^ letorm 

^*^Au!it Tlicrcsa looW qmekly »p. “Victoria Park? 

Uhv did vou say that, Ro^aleeu ? ’ 

' ll scenis to a favourite remiezTOUS of Aunt Taiiny s. 

T il been a pa.tins =^bot. ««.! I bit the., to jranjlo 

over it On t.vo occa.io;.. con.in? Iron. Weston, o_r Kolston 
Honn.l Hill. n..d walking thro.yl. the 

the nnM^tSlv lieightencd colour and 

astoiiyiedVdtW^ seemed to buggest that the random shot 

lissssfli 

•w (o have the whole afternoon at iny disposal. 1 7 

nilllo.l and indignant state tlic fust p„;.e liis 

7 could not tell him what Fanny ''f “°n.e. 

jests at ''•'"b”"® '"TTITwh”TST o’noolishness or ?elti- 
J(e soon noted this (..h,.t ‘ je the subject 

co;n.emora,ing .ho 
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Fronch Gouiit, x^hosc end li.'id rciultofl in a mnnl. r liiii! 

t/Tichially cl'cclcrd llio duHlin^; mania Ta’ ii tiiuo. 

“Rice was nn Iiislmiiii,’ } paid Kialdenlv. 

“He was/’ aii-wond Hie Cliovali*'!-. “Tliafs wliy l.c 

a\ouldii t allow he w:u5 bx.iitoij. i\ad tlio jurv uv fiuillcd Ijini 
you know/’ 

Ves. But it was la rrid lo disc har^e H- H fornnd .'-hoi - 
straiglit at the Fimk hiaai/s heart (-.‘o; 1 don t c.;ll Hut 
honourable. 

“A queer tlilnp—honour. Von !:now Hie .(ory in con:,re. 
tiori xviili thnt (hid, ]{oi5:ii('('n t 

About the Pltiy; that Muio rvenin^, f It ^ ’ 

“ >:o the Saturday nj>rr th- duel. Hmchrsc n w„<: n-lin- 

‘ lionour ? ■ \ 

word. Who hath it?’ -//. t!,a> Si-d on Wedn...:.,,.’ 

l.iL whole house w.os moved to painful emolion. On li.o 
WednevK ay that famous niooHn^ had (,k,-n nla o. One <,f 
tne comba ants was dead. The olh-u on trial for numlc./’ 

<■ V V? .^’V- duelling rdt-gelhcr.” 

Aash uid his best. But he was net i-uccc;;-fid 
Ho-,v i,,r away 11,o,, limes l„oU now. Tl.e p,,„l,|i,„ row,', i-' 
mg dnr iling, inlr.pnnj; day., wlien tlie A.^-enWy , 

tlic.r E,<;.y, an, not lo be at i„ t|,e aca-on i:,i„„.,| 

;■ I Hioidd like to have livc-d th-'n/’ 7 said suddrnlv 

min ""m n^Ui\chl rimes of i/mder 

ranit, a ts of coquetry. The oulv thing a woman exi tul 

1 armed os.dc from tlic crave Ti e ..»-« i. . 

clouded. Jt looked is if a ’ '■‘'•T i^'iddenlv 

lo w. 11/Li-;-:™ :tw!'L 

‘‘Ittrboou'rK^^^^ the occasion/’ he said. 

Icayo Bath tZo^-d' I l-avc to 

^ My heart s.a„h. Why-y„„ only came lack th= oti.yr 
I tiiow. Bnt I have to start oH on a qnost that is never 
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verv far from mv life, and yet thal never rewards P'-'""; 
Yoii don't know what, it is to pursue u dream, my child. A 
foolish. f.mtaslie, impossible thing that never 
lliiiiir. blit to which a mad vow gives reality c\cn as it exacts 

•• It ?ouniLs rnmant.c, 1 said. r. • <,. n'KA 

It is tl.o rt.,.,-.,us' of a Cl BSs. o Dot, Qntj:ot<., ibo 
rnm -,"0 of a vagalioiid knight who laslily ■■•woro o hfs a 
’"n-ico to one wholes nushly necr,,to.l it. And tl.cn, ran.ehc.l 

i„to-spaee. or notlimgnei«. 

.. wi, ,f_cio you niOi^n . »i i 

«::'hk":. her';w;io:?.h:i= 

Them i, tmt one, yon l.i.cw, Dosefoen. 

vl.o teelly hofcl.s a n,.an r. soul n. bon.l.,!;e 

- And this-tlus woman hold, >o.i . . ^ 

‘^She did. Wlietlier it accoiupannd her lli^ 

r.m often in doubt. ..v.i ft: •> ” I siid. “ I wi>h-’ 

-The Woman of the \‘oKts ; ‘ saiu. 

'■ \\hat do you y. n li. my T wi;hed 

.. 

so,„< thing eheclo cl the wo.sK 

of .nyj^tcyuay.' ^ 

:: help think^ hu:i:urw„„.cn 

He latiglicd ,„y uiirea.^on. Ah! /-ot 

onco knew me-m ]?ut uliy this siiecud 

IcaurqvfOid no,>^ sommes mnfhnncu, ‘ 
object of youi ..wcet rompa:- 3 .on . 

‘‘Iwas thinking of-ymM^ , 

He lamed quickly. V '°^-*„‘fl„,ver ’ ’* 

>■ Arc they >'"^j;';;"“est. and innocent. That w.an 

wl,y I tnonght thc-m to >“"• ''““Xra. I reinrn.hcr that 
*• You have brought U.cm 
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etory eo well. Uoa it not gomolhing to do with iLia 
quest ? 

“Ercrything. It w^uld end i?—-for pood nr ill.” 

“Then she tcos something to yc*:i. TIu-re was more tlian 
you told me ? ” 

*■ I don't know wliat I tokl you. My tongue nin:; anwy 
with my discvcUou more oftcfi than it seives it.” 

He wa.s silont for some moment’. 

“I womlcr,” he said slowlv, ‘'v.lierc woman gcls-hcr 
intuition ? ” 

“ .Ml—then I'm right! ” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Let u? walk on, or it will 
be dark bclorc you get home, atnl 1 shall full into frc.^li 
disgrace.” 

“You arc as disconnected os—as a dictionary,” I faid 
iU-tcnipcredly. “And I think it iinldnd to hurry our last 
walk. For how long, this time ? ” 

“Goodness knows! I am only going to rari.«. Yon 
ought to come there one day, Rosaleen. It would tinish 
your education. Try and pei^iuadc your Aunt Theresa.” 

“ I might .IS well ask BecUord's monument to lake a walk 
With me! 


“Cuiious-thc aversion of llio British mind to travel.” 

^ Curious—tlic way you cv.ado a question, master” 

Feminine curiosity docs not deserve to be satisiied unlcs.<j 

there is a purpo^ to be served. I can sec none in coufessinc 
a ixiixlonablc folly to your young ^ 

^^^out the lady at whose feet you threw thoso 
violets, I can supply the story for myself ” 

--'S’- S 

It IS strange enough to be true. It is onlv m 
I *1 T life is more artistic ** ^ 

« e wre both very saent as m noared the town. The 


IGt 


A GREY LIFE. 


Rjf ht of tUo now familiar Ftrocts and buildings touched me 
wUli tliat sense of dcsolalion apart from our comi)auionship 

whidi made each fresh parting hateful. 

Suddenly I put niy thoughts into^orils. '• If it Is strango 
cnoinrh to bo true, why might it not be true V Wluit was 

vour'ladv's name ? ” 

' I never knew it—her real name." 

*• Her stage one'? ■’ . ^ . m . 

Mad-muisel!e Odvlle Gautier, of the RenaiManec Theatre. 

M,c had a brief von'tc in Pari.s, and thm-dLvipj>rared. 

■ I looked at him. “iMy Grey I,ady s name li Otlyllc. 

He stopiKcl, and wc faced c.ach ctutr ui the oulnio light 

cl rultency Sticet. , . t n.f 

•'Is that so, Rosalccn ? And—you say, Stc urotc that 
fetor,• of l!ie \iolets ' 

m • 

n \ ccuUl sec t.cr. If I couU I::.ow ? Hosalern, tell 
disfigurement you spoke of-io it-no 

awful, " I said. “ Only onec have I seen her face. 

- -It' Odvri knew was lovely as a dreamf ' he muttered 

‘ Old ' Fate couUln t be so cruel [ I can see her now 1 ho 

white' face, the radiant eyes, the passion and goniu. of 

coui o:o,s ^ lau.,, 

-..^u^r;K.fsec,,ccs.,anc^..yfJy^^ 

Renaissance Ihcatie . would want to know 

“She may deny. ^ y^ ovcv spoken to her 

your reasons for asking. lia\o }OU e^ci i 

of me ? ■’ 

‘•Often,” I said. ^ ^ ” 

“ Did she seem to rcco^^ize the F-o*" ^ail . 

1 thought so—once. But it is hard to tel. ^ 

ber face, and abc did not 50 ji ’ hiv ya«»- 

‘■Perhaps you flattered me, P.osalcbD. The , •. 
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bond of the Boulcrards had less in ooiiiinon Tiitli charndn^ 
j)upils, or lovely ladies, than yon \vo\il(l prelend— now.’' 

“1 spoke of you as 5*011 arc—to luc," I added softi}'. 
“There 'nas no pretending.’’ 

“ But she did not recognize the jwrtrait ? ’’ he repeated. 

“ Would she say so, even if she had, unless she wished von 
to know* of her existence ? ” 

“ As she took that existence into b.anl.slimont, why shonlJ 
I pursue it ? ’’ 

“I thought it was a life’s quest ? I said. 

Yes. Until the sc.arch was rewarded with success. I 
am afraid to—to continue it, Rosnloen. Better the un¬ 
known than to face .such a ccilaiuty. fjhould 1 not be'of 
‘ ail men the most miserable ’ ? “ 

“Would the change in her uUcr you— your love?” I 
a.sl<cd, very low. 

He shook himself in a queer dn*.!ike fasliion he had. “ Tlio 
question is too cruel to answer. Come, let us get on. I do 
believe it Is raining. Arc you wet, my child ? Dicu / what 
a .scolding I shall get! ” 

“ Are you coining in ? ” I asked in surprise. 

“lam. I shall put my f.itc to the test once for all. Ro.«?.a. 
Icon, ypu will go un to that lonely room you have so wcil 
d^cribed, and you will tell your Grey that somcono 
who once vowed his knightly faith to her service is here to 
keep his vow. In other wortis, you will take her my card 
and the mo.s.^agc it hcai-?, and sa.v, ‘ The Chevalier O’Shau^h. 
ncfisy awaits your good pleasure.’!! 
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V\ WmCH I-ITE PnOCLAIMS ITSELF A TVBANT OF S0RT3. 

TiiERi: no on" in the p.irlour Vvlicn I showed the ChevaHer 

in. The fire was low, and the gx-? tn.lit. I rang for Miikcr, 
and learnt tliat Fanny was out. and A»u»t Theresa had ‘run 
round to .'li.ss Joanne, s.” 

I h-a the Chevalier to Inniself. and .‘^lowly mounted tlio 
stairs, witfi his c;*rd in my hand. Up and up; my heart 
growing hcavic-r with ea"h termineted flight. The huidiiig 
was in pitch <larl:nesp. 1 had to groj-e my way to the door. 
As I sceichcd for I he handle I nearly fell over the coal scuttle. 
Kvidently it had been filled and left there as usual, but not 
1'ken in. I pushed it aside ami opened the door. Tho 
room, was all iii daiLne.s. No faintest glimmer of firelight, 

no shad-'d l.imp. , 

I stood (luite still. A sudden chilling sense of fe.ar oppressed 
me. I called her name i;oftly. There we.s no rejJy. 

I groiX'd m\' way to the mantel.-hclf and trie«l to find some 
n'-'t^hes I di.'coverc'd a box and lit one of Ibe candles in 
tlii ce.iKlIosticks. I took it in my hand and threw its light 
:(vound, dree.ding the sight of some possible ‘-somclhuig 

in tlie shailowy corners. 

'J'he room wa.-^ untenanted. 

On the table h‘V a parcel wrapped m browm p.apor. Infl 
furniture w^vs piled together as it for removal. Ami bcsule 
t}u> T.aek"t I cau-dit the gleam of a white cnvclojx^. I tool. 
! UP and si "iMvas addressed to me. As I o|Kned it an 
cnclisure fell out, inscribwl with Aunt Iheresas name. I 
put it on tho table and reiui my own letter. Ic was m I'rencb 

^'Mirimd'left us. The pleasant intimacy was “/ewf a fait 

f,u" It had served its pin [)ose. and was over. 

Ahvo-. would »l.o love n.o uith t™' 7-;; 
wo-ild bo no more meetings, talk.s. confidences, bho 
" i "to another country, another life The i-truetmns to 
Mmt Theresa would shorv her that her furniture and 
„ " ...Is would bo colled for. SLo enclosed a note lor U> 



A GREY LIFE. 


]G7 


in lieu of Sho bade me a fond .m l ad'cii. and 

Miu? always mine—tlio unfoiluriulc t.nd h(;ui broken — 
Odyl.’c. 

1 tJie lelt'r l\ok into if<? envelope, r.;id j- 57 c-d sidly 
nioun. I. Then 1 in‘o the bedrcKjin niid noted the Ininks 
patl<eil, and w^th her name ou the labels, and only •' To bo 
calV-d for. as direction. 

.^he bad not said jc^ierc she was ftoin?. nor v.hy. Rut >lio 

had 'rorsc. IV.sjIdy stolen out of the house lefoie the lit-dit-) 

wore ht, and whi'e the servants were ;.t (c i. I opriv'd one 

cf the cupboards in which I hrid ficen a Ion.!:; travcllii.-r do;;];. 

That was ■jonc. It oecurred to me then ihat f.,r two dav.*! 

I had not seen her. Once yhen \ knockcrl for .a,l„ii. 

she ha<l s;u 1 :he was too busy to beuk-lurLed. To day uhui 

1 fame—it was loo late to disliuh her! 

I returned to the Ritting-rooin and too'c up Aimt Theresa's 

Uter. and then with the camlle to li^ht me down the daik 

8 anvasc, 1 clo.vd the door on that my.tvTv which she had 
always leprosentcd. 

^ I he Clievalicr looked up e.ajjerly a> I entered. Foiur Miirm 

1" *•»<? auo>lioj. in Ids os. s iSt 

he said, “ She b;is gone ? " 

" Yes. How did you know ? ” 

‘‘Ycur face; and you still hold my c.ard " 

-« and’°4 ‘^Ur’■ '' 

^ '.i™*''' "li.T Eho left so su.lilcnlv ? " I cieliime,! 

feH'” S?™ 

amyl's “ You „ ill go 
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A sense of blade hopelessness swept over me. She had 
gone, i'.rul he would go. Ami I should be again fiiendJe.ss, 
and at the mevey of out household tyrant whose ingenious 
niclliods were at onee so sure and so iniix)ssib!e of avoidanee. 

■ •^Vhat is it ? ” he adecd, for I IhrcAv myself into a diair 

and gave a despairing sigh. .. , „ , -i 

•• U'/.o/ is it ? Everything 1 She ; you ; tljis dull, lionid 

life ! I think I shall run away next. ’ 

'• What a thousand i>itics yon weren t a boy. J.o.saloen. 
Wc could have rim away together. Seen life, other toim- 

tries. otlier seriU”:: 

I echoed that wi>li from the hotloin of my .teart. ilev 
1 hated this uiih-rtunatc sex vvhidi kept me in bondage to 
all soils of foolidi eonventions ! Which said, ' Ladies eon t 
tlo this or that. ” “Ladies mudnt go here, or there, m 

cvci v ruid-Viclorian code of quoted iiropnety! 

■■ ih Die, I / ■’ he said softly. *■ Cut tins is a 
turn of the uhcel: Shall I play amateur detccMve and get 
nn Il.c track of vour Grn- Lady, child? It would not le 

,lini> alt. She must have gone to tl.e ® 

;uul anyone so my>teiious-lcoking would have aUiac-cU 

“'IT' W 1 iir» e.a"crlv Yes. It would not he difficult, 
and omc' you' know, V'ou would uot be rudung from pluco 

I'rld bJ^Tuie of‘S, Ro^aloou. T aur J I orn wnuderer 
Tbo, V orld . n,y opfe. “t m" 

wii*i'.’Vl»urk''\Tre w.il a coriaui afternoon in Sydney 

- I cried, luv face allame, and tear= danger. 

i'^ ’ V nve- I snrane up from inv chair .and seized 

oudy near ^iL my ^ 

the le.tcr. i ,,iv word'^ having met on the 

'rhev entered .almost on mv worn- nawj j, . , , • 

fl,i!rtep. The Chevalier greeted them gravely, wrti.out li.i 

u.-ual Tf IreSr he said. “ I am leaving 

I coim‘ to SA\ iv^rcwui, 

iOT Petris to•JtlO^TO^^. \nn* Tlifrr^i 

gloves. 
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His c-ycs sv.Tpl- over her face. He -iakl nothin". I haiiiKd 
Aunt Thcroia the Iftter I had found. 

“Madame Odyllc has left," I said. “I went u]) (o -cr. 
her .-vs usual, oiul there wa.s no one in her rooms. Her hfixes 
arc packrsi and waitittg, and this Jeitev was on tlto lalilc. ’ 

" Gracious ! . . . Lejt ? \\ hy, 1 thouj^lit she wa; here 
for good .aud ail! ” 

She tore o])on hf‘r letter. Tt enp.t;dncd tlie note for rn-.t 
in lieu cf notice, anti .a few brief v.i>r>!s. She re.a<I Ihc-in out: 
*■ Obliged to leave. Trunks .and goods will be called for and 
jwkctl by iny agents. With regret;.’* 

She tlux-w the letter on the table. 

“Most c.\traordinary condiirt! Rut slje was ,a my'-t'iv 
altogether. Thcscnie .abtuit lho.:c rooms! 1 sujiposc ton 
don’t want any I “ she a iked the Chevalier. 

“I regret—not at pre-ent.” he said. T told yon, T 

am also taking llight. I cannot pay when I shall nsiirii.’’ 

. “ It never rains hut ia pours! ’ inultorod Aunt 'J’lifre'.i. 
“The Judge and hi.s uife gave up their rooms; now these. 
And ill June everyone Icavc-j*.’’ 

"But M.sdame Odylle has p.sid the rent for a 3‘car,'' I 
said. “ You won't suU’cr any loss.” 

“Uouldnt it be as well to call in the town crier and 
advertise your 
Aunt Theresa. 

The Chevalier took up his hat, .and once more proel.ilmcd 
his dej.'arture. I handed him l.vack his e.avd. 1 saw Fanny’s 
sharp eyes rost on it ns he put it in hi.s j'oeket. 

They botli shook hands with him, and I ivcnt out to tl-e 
front doer. 


private affairs '' said Fanny 3!irc.asti'.’ally to 


Don’t look so distressed, my liille Rosaleen,” he said. 
“T think-I am almo.'t «?/rc—we sliall meet again. You 
mil scon 1 ^ going to Wales. You shall bludy the doincs 
of the noble Cj-mric. and I will give von new.s of the Quryt. * 

“Not for live months!” 1 cried dismaliv. “From to- 
moiTow.” 

“ rVom to niglit. I am prompt and impractical. I act 
on what one calls the inspiration of the moment! I slmll 
CA^h the boac-tra^ui at Victoria find bo in Paris lo-monow.*’ 

In Pans ? But I thought you were going to make 
W'luincs- 

I can do that en routf. I have a sudden idea of uhere 
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flic h.is flcil, and u-hj. I will WTitc to you, Eosalecn, and tell 
AOJ it your pro.'cutimoiit was corrt'ct.” 

•• Mino ? ” I ga<p(‘d. 

“ Tliat your Lady and mine are one and tlie same! A 
secret between ouri- lves. You will say nothing of isliy X 
e.iuie hero to nieht.' 

The jv’rlom dou- oix'necl svidclculy. Famiy came out into 
tlf* li-'ll and e;'.!;c(I to uie. 

* Kor pt'ouuoss' shut tlu^t door, Rosjil Aro jou 

coin" to s-taud there all night ? ’ 

Jtc t4o!: ir.y h*.u<l. lifted it to hU Hix^ and went away. 

7 ^.^e. ilow 1 hr.U d Fanny! . 

W'dh la "a-.- . I ix'tumed to the parlour. Aunt Thei'c^.a 
w.- ,.ldl .<u-nding Hero. Th> letter lay on the tJde. Sho 
n-'.'r.led it thoughtfully as she untied her hoiinet-strings 
r>l’.-d them up iu her careful old-inaidish udiion. 

• dhe l ouse is "'-ttm" quite dev. rlid. sho s; id. U '• 
,n-,.t unfortunate just now. For those Raihvay shares have 
-„n.. ,;o«n lo .lolhins- It s ll.c Mil' t t.ino of year, too, to 

aflvcTtiso fur bouiU^r.'.*' 

“Do voti do tliiit ? I . ,1 t 

XoL in the local paicrs, of eonrse. But m the I,ondou 

00 r.ud the ‘Irish Times.’ I got the Montvom-rY aud 

(1,-^ iu.l"e tl.at wav. Fanny pronn.scd to pay for her bo.ird, 

11 , t 'he doesn't. At least, she only forlo; out a guinea now 

'-ml then Th.e exie isc.s of this house arc very hea\;. 1 

llonuie how I cJalfoul a iioii.lay liua year if things don t 

improve.” 

“ \ot GO to Llandudno . a-.,, 

- Well it doesn't look very hkcly at prosenl. Aon see 
Afr. Cutl'T and ‘ Ringlets ’ are gone, and tl.c Judge and . 

wif.', and now Madame OdylF - 

'■ Uut vou forget she’s pmd ju-'^t . j 

know that!" she grumbled. 

lookal up-m the attic, e. ® 

la.™ .ali.l K.t™ e.ml •■■erv.ant s wages. I U e y gt. a-. 

like her. Such a gooa Icuanl. t-"-' ^ j 

•• We must hoi)c someone else will turn up, * • 

<■ So mysterious, going oi! like tha . she went on. D-d 
«bo never "ivc you the slightest hi d, Rosalecn r 

Never."’ I w.os absolutely amazed when I went up to her 

rooms and found them empty. 
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“ Did no one 'oe I'f^r go ? ” cx< I.dni'* ! Aunt '{’iir r -n. 

“ I <lon't Know. I jioviw .'u-Kod 

Slie ivin" tlie bdl iuifH-lnosi.^ly, .a-nl |nU tlir qiif-blim. 

Xo. ilirkry luul s<'in Jio one* ‘.'■i juif liinrd uir. ( f 
d.'piulu!!.’ yiiui- MiK -1 'riwiO'-a li*'rsvU wviA oat. }!<• .'Miud 
surpri^; tl to lieu:- of llic Fioivli !.;;ls i It la: ;i»d (,.i; 

that r.iddy ):ul up oaU a’ ti;u,d ilmJ. in...l.v 
“poor .M.iry." aial bciai siirpi'i-.-il at ir»Tivliit( n.-> onln-. 
T .siii’.iiy tiicy v.i lo v.iittcii o:i :\ shell of p.’.p. r aa.i left at 
the doo]-. Still no irotic.' \v.'< (.vkon of the oini'-iun. 'I'l; - 
kitohoa Iiad .sappo od tiio uttics a ]>; iiuaticiKy a:< iiirciy .is 
Aunt 'j'licixT.a lu i-self. 

“ Come up with me, (laid, .ami wl !1 la-.w a I.)oK roi.n.I, ’ 
she £a‘<l, after Miekov's fr.v-so\':injin.'ti.‘n m- s l-ui-l..)!. 

AcccnUnsly we went an, and lit (avudl-s-. and scai; h,..} iho 
deflate rooms to tlie tune of furlhir gr:iinl»li:ig>. 
colour.!! Such rpiccv t.'.sto! Who on o.Mih v.ouhl tal.e a 
grey-paperod room ? Tim paint, too ! WUy, they'd all have 
to he redone ! A fnrthor cxj-ohm* ! ’ 

Then she looked at li;c br.>\v.i p.aper i'arcol on the t.vhic. 

“ I woiuk-r nliat tli.it is ? ' 

“ Her book, I am .'■ure. The oir she was mltl:i:r.'’ 

‘‘ W liy on ea.vtli didn't .she take it v.ath Iter. ) wuiul.-r ^ “ 

“ Pcrhup.s wlio;ncr calls lor the Ininks and fari.iiiirc \*dl 
have mstructlous.'’ I sugfestod. 

I linked a* (he label on the p.ucel. It was not direefed to 
that firm i:i r.vii.s to v.hom 1 liml alre.vly posted othtr i dov. 

(Jt all j.m gloomy, awfa! places!" saul Aimt TImia' ; 
Ru.luenly. Sl-.e went into Uic bedroom, and the third loom 
turn retnrnrd. 1 was still st.mding by the table. Jf <,^r.nuMi 
.die lud gone. lUvdly gone. Acted with such 
method and decision. She had nlw...vs seemed a drennvr- 
a niysl;c. A croaliiic wi.oic wlml,. ],fc intcre.ts were villi 
tne pa.st. Her prcs.-nce seemcl to hover .about (he r. o.., 
in some glio.sily i.asluon. Her Qoalin- d: ’.|.ciies the f .in'i 
Fensuou.s atmosphere, the stilln-'s, and lonclinf.'is. all ulTe. CM 

too"! ^ 

u t,I I felt th,u in then 

inKlt ^ ?! I '""S'J to solve. U'hc fluU 

links of a chain that bound two lives. 


We II say nothing about it to anyone,” said Aunt Tiic-refia 
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I ^ladlv ncquicsccd. Of Avli.if Uic to dijcuss fin un- 
niy^iory only ccmccrncd ourst'lvcs. fc'o at 

(iiimcr we Inlkcd of anylliiiij' and everything exce2)t tho 
ilimiiitshcd houschc'lil. 

Vorv diiniui^lied it looked that evening. Our llnec selves 
and tiie (loneial iind Lady Montgomery. The Misses Cutler 
\,cn‘ (hniiig ultli the newly inarric*! couple, and the Judgo 
i'll 1 liis wife had not come to Lath this year. 

'■ Me sister and her Imsheaul will he eonntig in for cards, 
sdtl Aunt Theresa, as we vc'it 14) to the draAving-rooin. 

Involuiitarilv 1 elaneed at Fanny. It seemed to mo that 
1h” M. iivale s Wire always “ droj'ping in for cards td 
.M o \<r\ often .Juaiina was at one tard table, and raniiy 
n-.ul l!a-'doctor at anotlur. If lookcr^-on sec most of tho 
I. fiom the Yantage.i.oint of n>y piano-stool, uu 
r ' M maiu- look.s, signs, what-not of eoniidences, or 'nil'hvd 
M., nil!- hclween Fanny and her hrothef-ia-law. lo.Mbly 
\.,\u" li'er hrolher-in-law would liave lendci'cd the fac un- 
i.,.t5..,rl:nt .‘^avc for those two ov.unenees in \ ictona ia - 
l-ld!. I told iHVself. this was Aunt Joanna s allair. not mmu 
1 plavid on and on ; kc-cnly it-miniscent of that ch..rn.id 

ermipauionship wliich had made the-.se card ' 

fk ii' lit 'I’hey seemed gloomy r.nd dull enough as I looke 
;l:;s to live montliof them. How was n.y h^ 
to drift on, I wondered ? Seventeen and a half, j 

j-'i -htcen wonhl toon be twenty. I tbould be oM. Aiu 
tiiin'-s would go on here jutt the same. Jhc mvahds and 
:vp<:hoad,i.ii: the comies n,ul going of the lluj 

.anm’r.s and card j.artics; the wraiighiigs and biekeimg. of 
the siMers. Aunt Theresa growing cider, Aunt Joanna moio 

il'-ifoiilentcd, au<l Fant‘y- ,. ... 

I couM not siieculato about her. Anything was pr'-ihK 

A . cond m.-rria-e, even a second cloi»emcnt. And my den. 
li - tVhat^o him ? W'ould he still be the v lums.eaI. 
Enchanting being my cUil« Ij^ nloW 

And h;d[ imeonsciously my lingers di-ftcd mto the 1 uncial 

Maich of a Jlarionctlc. ’ 

The whist parly broke up. A summons h.ul come to Dr. 

lik-rivalc. He must go at once. “CUMI vou 

Joanna hovered about with iv‘Wy ^na.cly. J ^ ^ 
be late ShaU 1 leave out anyllmig ? bhaU 1 iit up . 
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“Sit up? How ridiculous you arc! What do I w.ant 

ftuyoiio to sit up for me for ? Leave the ke\>, and eo to bed 
as soon as you like.” 

Ho bade Aunt Theresa good nigiit. He took no formal 
m^pllce^^ ^ i>I iit'gus by tlio 

* . " f '.*‘ don't you 

tioublc. 111 fetch the doctors coal and hat.” 

They left the room. 

luvolimtarily I nl.^uccd nt Aunt Joaun.i. She was talkin" 
to the old General, and apparently had not noticed Faimv'a 

.Ini'll A, V'r <^«“vcr.saliou becamo 

geneial. JlicUcy left the room after handing round re- 
iicslimcnLs. ® 

It look Fonny ten .ivnutcs to find tl.c dortoFs cont and fiat. 

Ihc General and his wife retired coon afterwards, and we 

went domi to the parlour. Aunt Jo.auna came in also and 

Mated herself on the sofa. Her cloak and (he woollen 

cloud sho \im\ thrown over her head were iLcre, hud sho 
iicecled excuse for ftirtber gossip* 

h«rrt-ing home,” she remarked, “ unices 
yon think I m keeping Mickey up, Thero.sa ? ” 

lot Aunt Joanna wus still mid-Victorian enough to con- 
a^trecL even to the crossing of 

Aiilf tSI ^ said 

don’fZ’f n* T extraordinary affair? I 

peated. Sho glanced meaningly at Fannv “ P/^^r.! 
left thT^to 

.11 pu, sue c:nK^ty™ooX:^." ^ ™ 

TUo«i; f ‘ about the 
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A nniA' i.TF". 

'■ Let tli; :n if f o;n. Tliev'il i-iiil a’\ olJ lilcntry gontlc* 
Dir.n : or an artirt. " 


t> r 


4 fl '• 

i'lio li-.l t's r.ot "oml etioti”!! for an artist/' I said. 

“ 1 iu . n.-' l yon \\i>n t [,ot a t.-nant lliw liir:c cl year,” 
coiili'MMl .!o,.!u>.a. *• it i.s a pity losir." her. She gave no 
, ivi.d ].'id so v.ell too.’ That's always the wav. 
\Vi. !i >u;is yon i'',; ‘me to ehange. There's that 

of mine. I tiKoidil she w.as a ))Cife(t Ircasurr, 
liii.l - ho III' iioiifC this morning. Ucatise I wanted to 

eliangf Iki ev-itin;! cut from Tne-day to Wediasday.” 

■■ it .'■lies .'iO'li a (rea.^mo v.liy U'd iet her l;a\c t)ie day 
fh^ j'lofeio " said r.mj’.y. drawing a low ea‘y chair to 
the i.n\ and thi'ii Imnii-.g np her s.L.rls io that the ciaj;e 
ihicild not he too near the* iLaue. 

“Tli.-t's not the v.ay to minage a lionso,” s.aid Jor.nn.a. 
'* I iiMor gi\e in to a s.nvmt on piiiie/plc; lliey alw.ays 
e.K)';-.'t it if you oiu-e heg-n. 1 tohl Diolo.on that if she 
couldn't f-iiit h>>/ eonvcnii'iice 1 was not going to study her 
“Til'!), of eeut>e, slio g.ave you notie?,' said Fanny. 
“That s tiio tliird liou.-eiiiaid siaee t'hri; turns ! Xo wonder 
t!ie rioclor .^avs llie lion e i.s a ixr/xdual di.'-eord. 

•'ft's lie who makc.s tlio di.soord ! " exclaimed Jo.aun.w 
“ lie row.s at them over the Ie:U't thing. He has the vilest 

U-mper a num could j^o-sc.-s. , „ 

■' Sonic ]Kuyk have a way of rolu-mg one .s toniixr, 

chrervc’d Faiinv. ... , . 

" VoP, tlicy liave. Ho.-i't thinkj forget my life here. But 

iJi.ank goodness I m not like .70.-/.'” 

•' I w under if you've cause to be as lli.ankfu. a.s \ ou .ecm . 

' ' ■''riiclr,\hcre, give over wT-aiigling. It’s fo tiresome that 
von two can nev, r agree," exclaimed ..imt 
iv.Ilv. Jo.mi.a, it is funny you e.an 7, i' 

Thev'ic iH-ifect augfls at ar.st, and then bcfoio a incnll s 
iit yml" no wo'l bad enough for them. Look at tho 

Vfc.is I've !.ept I3rid?ct and Miekty. 

* “ r could keep mine for years if 1 put up with d ■ a 
ht them have their own way m everything, snapped 

Tl^rc m...' a cartam .amount of give and taI:o, or ^k-to 
would wc be,” said I. " Xo one i.s perfect, even a 

*• Xo o.ac Oslo (1 your opinion, said Joanna sh.ir) 
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*■ Time enough to speak when you’re got a house of j-our 
o\m. Then you 11 know what servants are.” 

Aunt Theresa sighed. “ Wherever we start we alwaya 
scorn to come upon some grievance of yours, Joajina, I 
think you Iiave a very discontented nature.” 

Tliink V said Fanny, and smiled satiricnllv. 

“ I—discontented ? There's no ono easier to please, f 
ask little enough, goodness knows. My food can t l>o too 
plain, and as for dress—why, I lia\’cn't cost .Tasper twenty 
pounds since wo were married. This silk”—slic looked 
down on her gorni —“ has hcen turned twice.” 

” It loolos it,” .said Aunt Theresa. ” And rerillv, mv clear 
eansidcrmg your position, 1 wofuler you don't dress better. 
I thought you looked downright shal*l»y to-night.” 

“ Dross better / I’d like you to dress on what I’m allowed ' 
.Jaspers as mean a.s can be. And when I run up a bill ho 
gets pej-fectly furious. But there—it's just wh.it 1 expected 
I told you when yon were trying so hard to make p. match 

with um that people whoso brows meet have always a 
Violent temper I ” 

Aunt Tberesa gave her a look of sliecr hopelessnes.s. learn, 
mg the futility of argument. 

” Well, you're married, and you must put up with it.” 
Rhe sa-d. And you ve every cau.se to bo thankful, for you've 
a good iwsition, and a fine house, and lots of friends.^ Not 

up^u.th crotchety old invalids just to make both ends 

“You shouldn’t find that difficult. You’ve two Ics.- on 
your hands. But you were always ono to cry the po" 


had tJin rfftrt'ng the ‘ Uncot * If I’ 

Ci you tell him that ? ” said Paiinv 

cI»!meTA!^ Tbs'*”» '““I. Jo«nn.l! ” «- 

-I co™u„„.. “a'’rs 
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your .''p.'.'n't a stone wall when you've .a clear road il 
3 . 11 ! r'}ioO;:C (O t-!.kc it. ' 

'‘ ■I'li 'rc .%’f' p'“o;)lc so p>urhl!Qd tlscy cr.n’t see the dear 

r.’a'K'' >ai.l I'annY. 

% 

" .Mi\',ninj: me, 1 suppose ? I'll tliank you to loolc at yoiir 
own 'r-.v\. I . fore you iliv.l fault wit’i mi.ne. A line crooked 
one it ^v;^^ anil \.l!ero did it land you 1 ” 

“ \!;_ .!,,p ,Jo t Wuuld you he tlirowing .a graveslono 
at i.Ijo }).x'r fill’s h-ad ? ' e.v l.iinied Aunt Tlicr.'.va. “ Have 
blr.'.inc oil vonr,-'l-vs, hickenirg and squabUing like tiiis I 
Jeiu li ('.'.. inj!', too. to Les ilcen ! ” 

I w idit 1 tie :u g<?od nlrht. and went away. 

Very s..tl and depressed I Lit as I turned iido my room 
TliC 'I'rang up from llie lug .'■nd ruslicd to meet me 

I Mt di.vii ■ : r! U 'k iiim in my rims. 

'■ ^ on r-' my last frirnd now, l.‘cdg;o,' I told him. “ "iotl 
ne\M s •/ eniel. ^pit^'fn! things, or t»rn ever}* faniiiy occa.'ion 
into u’anj.'!'*, or make life look so liofaless anti dcj.rtssing, 
that on'' doc.'-ii't .'ccm to cure whether it gcc.s on or cemes 
to .a full stop. ’ 

As f stn.i.- d :-nd pelted hhn. my hand touched somet.iing 
on hit e'il. r. 1 !o.-i.id eloscr -iml r^uv a thin wisp of ittpcr 
tvvbted Utweru the leather .strap and his / 

tlrcw il out, and spread il o;>en on my knee. A thm liU.o 
tviMj) 'd foreign On it a fciv blotted lines: 

“ IhinJ: 7nc Ifftrlh^s to do th!^. It 

Ir. |j> ntvfr mrd h't Ihtnk of r.\e klndli/. 

y„n ivh) tcoidd hove h-akd mj brol-oi heart if love or jot n 
nr.thl henl it. f- d >jour jouitj life and save you from 

thc'yryyra,.-before, Odvi.li:.-’ 


File had 'ent tlic me-ss.-i^c so tliat It sliould conic to me by 
tJ.o one messenger ivho was f.:dl.f.il and dcvulet, enough to 
c.arrv uith it the consf.lat:on of faithfulness and derotmn. 

How I erled over tlioso blotted words, and o^v^ her tOG 
bani.diment. Wl.at a cruel tyrint life seemed. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 


auowixa tiie obstinate PEssmisii of a piiirxryi 

NATUKE. 

T\vo (lays aftor this I rrccivcd ft Icttor fro/n tJic Clievalicr. 

“ I tiftcfd her to Paddington Station. .She was met thero 

by ftn elderly man. They look a cab, .-md went to \’ic(orjii. 

Caught the night mail to Dover. I liavo loit the trad in 
Paris. ’ 

I read and re read the brief lines. It w.is cjuite nnlike on 9 
of Ills usual letters. Jui=t (hat curt infornrjion-no more 
With a lieary heart I put it aside, and went about my daily 
duties, Tliey were light enough. The fti r.mging of Ilowcrl 
the dusting of oJiina, the making of my oum brd to save 
Bult ys time. And even then there was .a long morning to 
get through, bnless Fanny wont out I could not practise, 
bhe hated the noise, and my repertoire was, aceording to her 
only fit for “ an asylum of denf idiot«.” * 

I was debating whether to dress and go out wlicn Aunt 

J r" r ' J---V 

she sad. I ^c had a message s.aying she's ill. I cvnect 

Bj the by, tho van has jnst como for Madamo Odylles 
furmturo. suppose I can tnist the men to remov - it It s 

gate Street. Ihoy ore to store the things, so they s.av ” 

I suddenly rememkwerl that parcel, addressed to the Paris 

pnblisherj. Sure y that was not to bo stored ? Yet it was 

odd that she had left no directions rcsiwcting it. I wondered 

If she harl meant me to send it off as I had done before ? I 
ouggested It to Aunt Theresa. ^ ^ ^ 

Well, you know best. You were t he nnTr An^ »,i >. 
saw her. If tho manuscript is vSLbb Tt ou.Hn* . 
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trJdo. T tooli it lip ail'! cxaniinctl tlio addrc??. Tiicn f noted 
u few woi'da iiiidiiiino-l at ll.c lop of the label. " SU lo he 
(i'tt fill dimiid." 

ihd tlii® mean she would M r!te to me ? Had she left the 
Mss. ill my care? I wondeixil greatly; but 1 took liio 
jiarci l .''.ml pul it in mv own room. At least, it would bo 

s. afe there until 1 received an intimation as to its destiny. 
'I'ium I put on iny hr.!: and went of! to Aunt Jonuna's. Tlio 
iiicc-loc'kin:: housemaid, who had refused to change her 
evening 0’;t, ansui'icd tlie door. 

Tlic nii-sti'oss was in bed. ” Would I go up ? ’ 1 raid I 
would. 

The girl clo.Til the door and a.'kcd i! she should announce 
me. 

*• Oh no," I sai<l. - lly tlic way, Foi sorry you're going 

t. t Ic.ive, Di'.kson ? ’ 

" Vc.s, liii.' U I ve given nolicc. I coiiidn t put up with 
things liero. Xaeging ami worritting from morning till 
night. Tlic mi'>tcrs all right, though he's got a temper, 

ami no wond':r, Ihit the m:.s.ds-’’ 

She made an expiea-ive go.'ture. 

J thought it best iwA to pursue t!;c subject, .and wont up 
the Ih-n.sscU cai'ix-tod staircase Ihouglitfully. I knocked at) 
tlie bedroom door. A peevish voice a.sked who rva-s tl:ere. 
Oh. you, Rosah'cn ? IVhy di.ln't Tliciv.-a conic round 2 

“Slic is very busy this morning,’ I said. 

I e.ainc up to the led. Jo.anna was siUing up, propped 
bv ptllows. ir*w fare was extraordinarily yellow, her hair 
untidy, her eves clouded and bihons-looking. v he wore a 
niglitdress of colo’urcd flannti, and looked altogether a ^ciy 

uijple;using object. ^ „ 

•• What ’s the matter ? I asked. A cold . 

“ \ cold! A.s if I shonUl stay in bed for Uiul.^ I feel 
horribly ilk Look at the colour 1 am. I beheyc it s jaun- 
dice. That beast of a hudiand of mine wouldn t say. Jwt 
l^old me to take a liver pill and stay in bed. Po mucli for 
being a doctor's wife. Pon't they say a shoemaker b child 

is always the woret shod.'’ ^ 

,Shc cCTt.iinly looked ill. I thoi-gl.t Dr. Morivr.Ic must be 

a very callous sort of doctor not to see it. 

“ Ifave yon taken tlio pill ? ” I a-’l^cd. 

“ Not I! I'm not going to have any of hs mcdicme. iB 
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might kill me. I’m sure he’d bo gl.'wl if it did. TIicn he’d 
bo free to morry again. Only it's a mercy he’ll never be 
able to marrv Fanny ! ” 

“Why?”' 

“ It’s against the law. A mon maMi’t marry his wife’s 
si'-ter.” 


“ Then why trouble about anything so improbable ? ” I 
asked. “ Let me put your bed straiglit, and get you soidc- 
thing. Tea, soda-water, what would you like?” 

“I’m <lying with thirst. I’m sure it'l» a bilio\iK fever I’ve* 
got I caught a chill the other night sHtiiig up in the cold 
to hear what time the doctor came in.” 

“(?ood gracious, Aunt Joanna, wliat good was that ? ” 
When you've got a husband of your own you’ll know 
what men ore. There’s no trusting them. Half the time 
I don’t believe Jasper is with patients. Tliere’s a widow 
over in Camden Crescentr—well, I vo luv own opinion of hcr.~ 
Always sending for him, or vriting. ‘ I found ono of her 
notes. My dear Doetbr.’ lUr. jlcar Doctor! Did you 
ever hear such impertimmee ? And ho told mo it wna a 
li-eat to see how ahe looked in bed! There! Ono of those 
French mwlams all dre.ssed up in cambric and lace and 
ribbons! I know the sort. It isn’t decent to wear things 
like tliat, and then send for a doctor. Rut tliere—I’vo 

always sard widows were the most shaniolcss crcatiues whero 
H man is concerned.” 


I thought that a man wasn’t to bo blamcfl for preferring 

“Aiid that fiend of a housemaid,” she went on. “She’s 
never been near mo. The cook brought me some tea, and 
horc I ye been ever since. I suppose the rooms aren’t done 
o^ho brealrfnst things wosherl! I told Jasper to oidcr hia 
own dinner. It makes me sick to think of food ' I don’t 

woman to li ^ 'a ^ I am a most unfortunate 

woman to ho plagued os I am by everybodj'.’ 

I.«p^ed r'• " oil this I It Losu t rea’ly 


'■'’““y -lust in my 

** cH, c4n,I do anytlnug for you f You'd bo took com. 
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fortal'L' if you n-a':hc(] your face; and 1 II brush your hair, 
and niako tlio )>cd. ’ 

“ Mah<) l!ic bctl! Do you supi'osc I ran "ct up for that! 
You re as laanlc.'S as tlic ir-st of ihoui, Ivosulcen! Just feel 
luy pid f‘. It's <;.;!iopin".” 

I Lit it, afl<r some dinicuby in locating its posiiiou. 
Ccitainly it w;:** very i.vpid. 

*■ Wlien ^vill Dr. Mcrivale be bade ? ” I cn'^ulrcd. 

“ (-oudne: s l;nous ! 

' V. hy not ''Uid for Dr. Oiren ? He lives in Pultoney 
Sir.'ct. A nice fatherly old wan. I re seen him getting 
into his broiigham.” 

Tlio nord “ biooghani sent her oft at a tangent. “ Of 
course. He's one of the crack »*n. lie can afford a 
brougliam. So could Jaspr if only he’d knock domi hou-se- 
lioM c.vjKiiscs. Tl'.c wages he pays arc iicliculoi!«, and as 

for the wine bills, and tlic cigarj he srrjokes-” 

t begen to fed dc'^pcratc. I mored over to ^he dressing- 
table and tried to tidy it. Aunt Jowma's clothes lay in a 
lirap on a dmir, jiiat aa slic had tliroTra them oir. A pair 
of old worn bcdioom slippers looked as if they had been 
kicked to ca-^t and west of the room. The table—not being 
Bet out for visitor -was litteicd with hairpijis, pads, crimj)- 
ing pins, a powder a roiled collar and cuff.'!, a netk 
ribbon, and other indesfribablc nrlide.s. 

■' Jxavc those alone,” -she called out, “ I may be wantmg 

•' You can't, if you’re stnying in bed. And tl:o table is 
so untidy.” , . „ , 

“Mi thank you to mind your own business, Rosaloen. 
Tlic table is not untidy. It ha.s only pt the thmgs I use 
on it, and if I get up Ml want them. ’ 

I left them alone. 

“ This room is very' elo'C. ^^ay I open the window . 

“ Oiv’n—the window ! ” the screamed. ” Do 3-00 want 

to kill me outright! ” .1 • 

“ Air doesn’t hurt anyone, ’ I saul. And it wou.dii 0 

kill tfov, only the germs.” 

“ What do you know about germs ? 

The doctor explained them the other n^ght. Don t you 

rememl>ci ? ” 

“Remember his rubbish 7 ^ot likely, g 
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I lost patience. “Roally, Auj»t Joanna, yon aro very 
trying. Voull ncitlier do anything, nor m.:.t anyono. 

^VIlat on earth is to he done with you! ’ 

She burst into a flood of ilmt.s right. Jn>nlb 

ni- though T o»i vour .aunt , ami old enough to he ic.>i)ecte(I. 
It's always the wav- Escryone turns on me and :vhu.>c-s me. 

I m always ... Oh yes. of course— 

I rof-arded licr hoiKlessly. Such a mi.serahle, inleoiis- 
looking object in that great four-poster, yet ^o ob^tn.alely 

lent Oil .achieving every po.s.Mhle discomfort. 

' I scut for Thoresap'* she went on. ‘ Its wv auly l<> 
come and look after me. If my own fmnily ilon t interest 
Ihemsclve.s in my IieaUli is it any woml.r I m heart broken 
pncl \ipRC‘t. Perhaps wliori Tin dead and gone you 11 oil 
know what I've suffered. I’m not tlic lii'st doctors wife 
to be slowly murdered Iwfore the eyes of everyone. Look 

ut that case in Ireland the other day-’ 

“■ Oh. Aunt Joanna! You shovildu t s.ay sneh tiling^. 
It's honiblc ! Do you know you’re arcusing Dr. M<-rivalc 'i ” 

“ Well, I know what he'd fike to do ! What he mltjhl do ! 

I know he bates mC; and eur.ses the day he married me. 
He’s said it often enough. Not but what I return the com- 
jjlijnent. It was loor Oliver I loved. I’d have boon happy 
with him. As it is—there's Fanny free and Ihumting hci-sclf 
everywhere, and I—lied to this miserable existence, and nob 
a sold to pity mo I ” 

“I thought you and Dr. Merivalc were quite liappy,” 
I said. 

For a year, or two, we were.” She dried her eyes which 
now looked worse by rea.son of ijifl.amcd lids around a yellow 
oritice. ‘‘Then—oveiything changed. I found he wasn't 
the sort of man I bad imagmed. Not a bit. He is bard, 
ami cruel, and »«ean. Also—but no I mustn't be saying 
such things before a yoimg gal. Anyway, wc’ro quite 
un.suiled, and I’m Iiorribly imbappy, and now I know I'm 
going to be ill, and he won't limt luo projK-rly, and I distrust 
Lia medicines, and what in the world am I to do ? ” 

I couldn’t say. I was rather shocked to bear of tbo 
disasteis of her mamed life. I bad no great liking for Dr, 
Merivalc, yet I bad never pictured him as domestio IjTant. 
or ” gay lotbario,” as she bad hinted. This was no caso 
, for niy iutcrfercncc. I thought it would be best to go Lome 
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and send Annt Tlieresa In my jd.ice. I suggested it. ‘'If 
you ^vo:l t ict uic do anyiiilng for you," I added. 

\\ liat can you do? I’m too ill to be bothered with 
w ashing, and hairdrci-'iiig, and rubbish. 1 only want to be 
left alone.” 


‘‘ Very well,’’ I raid. '• Have yau a bell ? ” 

I looked around. It was near the fireplace, as usual In 
tlio.so days. “If you wane anytiiing you can't get up and 
rina.” I said. 

“ Oh, I shan’t want anything! I can lie here neciceted 
and he.art-broi.cn, and d:c! That’ll Le best for everyone.” 

f said no more. It was hope-lei's. I took up some long 
8 trip.s of flannel (I believe they were her garters!} joined them 
together and tied one end lo the bc-i-handle, and brought 
the other to the bed. 

” Xow,” I said, “ if you k-'cp hold of this you e.an ring tlte 
bell without getting up. 111 tell DicLson to be sure and 
come at once.” 


” You'll do notliing of tlic sort! T won't iiave that stuck- 
up hus-'‘y making rem.avks on my appe.arancc. If anyone is 
lo come, and look after me, it's to be cook. At le.ast, she’s 
Irish, and has a heart, and mat’ understand that sick people 
don't want to be dre.^sed up like rrcnch dolls! ” 

I went away then. I saw the cook, and told her that her 
mistrc.ss ougb.t to luavc some sotip, or jelly, for her luncheon, 
and to take up a bottle of scua-w’alcr at once. Rcing Irish, 
sho wn-s all symp.afiiv, as Aunt Joanna had said. Then I 
rcturn.'d homo .and iiiformcd Aunt Theresa how tiiij)gs were. 
She seemed veiy much dirti'essed. 

” 111 run round at once. I know wl'.afc Joanna is. But 
why hasn't the doctor prescribed for her ? ” 

“Ilchas. Butshewon't takeanymcdiclncheorders. And 
she looks awfully bad. Such a dreadful colour. All yellow.”. 

“ I hope it isn't jaundice. Well, Rosalecn, if she’s really 
bad I'll slay till I see the doctor. You and Fanny mu-stn't 
wait luncheon. You can tell Lady Montgom.-ry about 
Jo.anna if she comes down for it.” 

“Perbaps Fanny will wmit to see Aunt .Joanna?” 

“ For goodness’ sake keep her out of the house, or there'll 
be ructions! You know what those two arc! ” 

I did know. And with the morning’s experience fresh in 
my mind. I thought it would be as well they didn't meet. 
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At limclicon I told Fannv of her sister's illness. Slie only 
said, “ Oh—creaking doors ! I know Joanna. There s not 
i\ disea.«o or complaint in tho world that she Ijosn’t imagined 
is her own, one time or another.” 

Well, she's really ill now. Yon see Annt Thensa hasn't 
cotno hack.” 


Rut Fanny only turned to tho Gcncrc.l, and ditccte<l his 
ptf-'nlion to somechine special in the way of cmi-y, which sho 
said she had nuidc expre.ssly for liinn 

^\'Jlc■n luncheon was over 1 .slipivd upstairs and dressed, 
and then oaMccl up tlie Dodger. I wanted a walk. Ah* 
father had taiiglit me to love walking as fjsi e.verci.se; (l.c 
t'liPvalicT had made me lock loruwrd to it as an e.ssenlial 
p.iEt of my educp.tion. 

I stood awliile on Kion Ilill. and lcoke<l at the sheitorr<l 


city and tho slieltcri'ig Iwiglits. As usual I tried to pi< tiire 
it when the virtues of its licaling springs (ir>t ln'caine Known. 
\Vhen Solsbiiry was a njitional stronghold atid when th.o 
poetic name of “ W^iters of the Sun” gave CiO plaoo an 
almost sacred importanec. I hvl seen old print-} of tlio 
Roman temples, standing in mas.«ive and'scdilury grandeur, 
at a time when tho slo])Cs of So'shmy were steep enough for 
defence, and its curious flat lo]) miglil l>avc made a camping 
ground for an army. 

3’ho dav.m of tho history of Aquae SoUa is tlie preltistorlo 
h’ttor}’ of its Wonderful Hill, \niether temple, or forlrc.'cs 
or camping grouml, it Wiis et once the kev to the ronn\iest 
of the jdaco, and learls nat\ira!ly to the tlicory that tlioro 
\sas a place to be protected from conquest. 

Rut lost in dreams as I was, tlie sudden fading of dayliuht 
aroused me. W'ith an effort I came back from Roman 
temples and Roman legions to the prose of the eigliUn'iitli 
reiitury. Jo the fact of the grey stone house In Henrietta 
htreet, and tho three aunts, and ray o^vn dewndent and 
somewhat helpless position. With asigh I turned I,omeu*ards. 
Ju my heart I echoed those words of the Chevalier, “ What a 
tliousand pitiespu weren’t a boy, Rosaiccn! Wo rould 1 avo 

Sp ‘^ountrie.i. other scenes.- 

felt ThU ’ what I so keenlv 

MK This was not Ufe that I lived. Only a dull monotony 

Orey j ears—perhaps 7 How could I tell I ^ 
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rRO’.lXn HiR WAY A WOMAN* RECAP-DS UEH OWN* POINT 

01 vitsv. 




*‘0? nil iltp itu[. 05 -jblo croiturcs in (he worM couimcnd me 
to Joa:;i)a ! ’ 

So Aunt Thore.'^n. sbinding hr the ten-table fw T cntf-rcd, 
flitl in lior outdoor genncnl.'.. Fanny also wore licr bomict, 
a-s if .'-he had jint come in. 

■' it tahoii you all Iht.-c to di.^tover that ? ” she 
a>}xc<l sarca-'tioaliy. 

*■ Js she really ill ? '* I enqnfred. 

“ 11 !—ef course, ji.hc's ill! She's tie eolonr of a new 
Fovt.'ci^n. Aufiil. And in a high fjTi-r! And yot wlit n 
(lie doclor oiderrd her a sjte.inl medicine, she wouldn b 
(oiicli it! I sng!."'5ted callin'’ in Dr. Owen. Of course, 
.bisj < didn t lihc ih.at. It seems w> absurd. As if her own 
husl.u’.l couldn t treat her! lloweycr, I went across and 
told Dr. Owen liow dilhcult she waj (o ni.ir.age, and lie said 
Ju' would look round at once. I came here for goiiic lea, and 
(0 say 1 may not be able to get back for dinner, so you inusb 
in.'ui.agc by yourselves. 1 m suic Jo.tniui's jjOt an attack of 
j;umdi',-e.'’ 

“ I II come round and sec her after dinner,” raid Fanny. 
“ It may bo cniv bilious attack.'' 

■■ oil no, it's uorsc than tliat. And slie does worra’ ro— 
t!ic bou.?c, the servant:’, evciything. And she wrs quite 
angry u hen I .'ugccstcd making up a bed in tlic dre.Ning rcon) 
for .Jasper. I toliUier if he had a distuibtd night, Iiis patient.n 
noiiM suder to-morrow.'’ 

'■ Oh, of couiric, slic think? they should all go to the w.all 
uiirn she is conterned ! ” raid Fanny. “Is there; anyone to 
i.'irse her ? ” 

“ W'clJ, the housemaid's /raving, and the cook hia li'T own 
uoik to do. r ihoiigiit, perhaps, wc could take it in turns 
to look after her. ’ 

"Thank A'oti for nothing! I’m not going to sick-nrrso 
Joann.'u .''^hr's bad enough uhen she's well. But wlicn 
6 hc‘s ill-’ 
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Aunt Theresa looked at me. “ You’re too young and in¬ 
experienced, Rosalccii, to be much good.” 

‘‘ Why not have a nuisc ? ” sa^d IVauiy. “ There mnat bo 
some ill the town.” 

“ 81 ic won t hoar of it! ” 

“ No’.v^ isn't tiiat junt like Joanna. She'd keep ui all 
dancing att"ml'Jicc on her night and day, regardless of our 
health or comfort, and then cad herself im?eliish ! Jasiicr’s 
a fool to give in to h r. He ought to send in a nur.so, and . 
insist on Joanna doing what she is told. I suppose cIio's in 
and out of bc«l, and wants ro;ist beef and potatoes aj invaliil 
uourishniont ? ” 


” She’.s too il! for ihc.t,’’ said Aunt Tlieresa. “ And, of 
course, she ll be worse. Jaundieo isn't a thing of a day, or 
even a few davs. If the won't have a nur.ee I II have to 


look alter her. I can t lot her lie there alone and uncared 
for.” 


So they argued and talked until tea was over. Then Aunt 
Theresa wont to licr own room to lie down (or a couple of 
hour.5. iShc s»'cined to have made up her mind to i5i>cuJ 
the night with the invalid. 

^ _ Fanny flatly rofnsed to do .so, or to believe It was neccs.sary. 
A.S for lue I took np ” The Mill on the Floss ” and tried to 
read. In my oivn mmd I could not but agree with Mr. 
Glegg that it was “ beyond cvcrytliing as God Almighty could 
Lave made women so ! ” 

Truly—it Wiis. 

There seems no need to spin tho thread of daily life for 
every day tliat foUowc'l. Aunt Joanna's illness lasted a 
month or more. And even then her colour was not re.storod. 
She looked very ytllo’.v still, and w.as orJcivd change of air. 
Aunt Theresa suggested that she should go to tho cottage at 
IJandudno, and i with her. Sho must not be loft alone, 
although .she was convalescent, and thcro was nothing scrions 

to fear. The getting buck of her normal colour was only a 
^ work of time. 

I catmot say I entci-cd very he.artily into the scheme, but 
Aunv Theresa told me privately that tho old Welsh woman 
woulu look dw tho invalid such times as I wanted liberty 
and fresh air on my own account 

I know what a oce you arc f.^r walks,” she said. 
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Tlio m;\tlcr was thus decided. It was the latter end of 
Mtn-li v. iicn we set ovit. Bright cold weather in Bath, hut 
1 did not know whe.t wc might experience in Waits. 

ilo'Aovcv, the bracing sea asr scciiied to revive the invalul 
el once, and with improved health she 
Tiic ootta«c w.'i very comfortable, .and ine good old ucwli- 
womvu pmved a devoted .attendant. This pleased Joanna, 
who loved being p-«oaa fficra wherever .she was. Also it 
..VC mo more liberty, and left me free for (hose long tramp. 
vM r.mbles I .and the Dodger so d-'avly loved. 

In Mnn.n^r I had thonsht Iho lack ol shr.<la 
l.nl o,t U.is li.u0 of year the sou rvas opt fierce, 

I,..1(0,1" air iv,r3 a clclightful clianse from the humidity of 
tWtli ° Every day I used to tefi .fonima Iier face was resumui 
i , oriH tirts She had never fios-sesscd such a good 
:‘uu^:;,;l af h.r sisters, hot that did not 
„n.,,!i,.ing. Doesn’t my sbu look every bit as fau 

’ ■ lli“iuth’l could not say it did. .allhough si,e as.u.red mo 
I'. it it u.as only because rauuy iioivdcied that she had 

“ '[ thlufwe liad hcen about ti.roe weehs at I.laududno wta 

1,(1.1 of slops rto to. 

„l|. tie would not give up the ho « '^-i • Luna 

eoiild hoop ou the house, but do » e or ho 

would be obliged to leave by Ih: „[ h,,. 

1 really gas^d'and choked, aud 
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every irrational thin" that might mean an escitcil Unvaried 
woman. “ Was he m;ul I ” “ Did he suppose «/ic would 
go to Sydney ? ’ “ Cut herself of) from relatives and fricniD, 

and trust henclf in a savage (V) land with suoli an uiifccling 
monster as this hnshand of her's had prove<l V ” 

T What bad posses-sed him to tahe up such a mad idea. ? 
She supposed i'anny had put it into hiu head. It would bo 
just like her to ])lot a separation of tliis sort, which, for all 
anyone knew, nuglit mean a permanent one. For go out to 
Australia she would nof, Xo. Not for twice tlic two Ihou- 
gand a year which w.as what tius new apjwinlnuMit promised ! 
And BO on, .and on, and on until my brain got diiizy, and hi 
sheer despair I begged her to dccldo upon, at least, one of 
the hvmdrcd pl.aii.s, jirojccts, messages, and letters that were 
whirling around from point to point of her mental eompivss. 

In the end she wTotc a telegram whose frantic indignation 
I toned down to: 

“Ifiic/i surprised. liduruing fird train lo dag." 




We packed, or rather threw our clothe-s into llio hoses. 
Tlie station tly came for our luggage and ourselves, and wo 
loft lira. Ap Morgan in charge of the cottage. But the result 
of mental turbulence and cscitcnicnt was that Aunt Joanna 
could neither cal, drink, nor sleep. Sho looked n perfect 
wreck by the tinio we i-cachod Bath. Exhaustion had pro¬ 
duced a deep i)crvadiijg molmxcholy. She could scaiccly 
Bpeak. 

I drove witli her to Jolmson f^lreet and went in, telling tho 
flynJan to take niy .small trunk to the other house. 

The Irish cook opened tho door, and exclaimed at her 
mistress's appearance. 

Joamift staggered into the dining-room, and sank into tho 
nearest chair. 


“ Where 3 Dr. Merivale ? ” slie asked. 

“ Sure, ma am, an’ ho’s out since ten o'clock this morniu’.” 

“ Out ? Didn't he know I xvould bo here this evening. I 
sent a telegram \" 

“ It's there beyant,’*^ said Korah. “ On tho table wid the 
letters an’ messages. But he'll bo back for dinner, ma’am. 
Dout you be wondltia’ yerself. Jist rest there in tho oisj 
chair, won t yo, an' IU bring ye a cup o' tay. It'll put som*^ 
life into ye.” 
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*■ Yes, do, Aimt Joanna," I pleaded. “ Ynu ll only knock 
voursclf up agAui. And wlnat good will that do.? 

She ge.ve in so far as to take the easy chair, and allow me 
to remove her bonnet. The dining-room had no lire, and 
looked very dreary and comfortless. Joanna^ eyes ro\eu^ 

lioni point to point. • i 

*■ Just what I expected! Look at the dust on that side¬ 
board ! And the colour of tlio liic irons. And that centre 
blind is pulled up all crooked The moment my back a 

turned everything docs viTong.! " 

I crossed to the window and slra-ghtcned the Venetian 
tdind. As I did so, I caught sight of Dr. Mcrivalc crossmg 

-Here is tlic doctor,” I said. Joanna immediately sat 
boll upiicht; an c.^pression of marlyvod sunerer on her face. 

Dr. Merivalc oi»cned the door uilh Ins kj'y, and after a 
moment's Iiesitalion. caused no doubt, by sigln of the tra 
bug trunk and rugs in the hall, he came mlo the 

Aunt Joanna's face was a study in Hie expicssion of 

‘■injured v,ife.” 

- IIV'/, Ja.^'per? Here I nm! , , 

- Jfeie VO-./are! What the devil does it incan . M iftt 
on c.o-tli did you come nwhing back from Wales for hko 

it w.is mv duty to return the moment I heard of your 
ridiculous project!' I'm not going to crass the ocean and 

live la savage couulrics to ploaso j/ov • _ , 

- I never asked you." ho said. " Ah. Ros.alecn. so the c 
vou arc!" Wc shook hands. “If voure not sjicc.ally 
liiixioir. to hear a matrimonial sfiuahble you d better go 

home,” he continued. , ,. , 

- ( want to unpack Aunt Joann , s hox. and she on^ ^ 

b^ive something to eat. SJie's not touched a Him .all ( aj . 

At this moment Nor.ah came m VI / Vith 

Tome hrLd and butU-r She drank the V’ ‘‘'I 
cat anything I poured out another cup for the doctor. 
-No.” he said ciuHy. “I don t want any. Take 

'Tic evidently dreadfully annoyed, but he was hoUing 
himself back for the time. He paced up .and doiv^hc rwm, 
his hands in his pockets, his eyes bent ou the c.arpct. Aunt 
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Joanna bad seated herself in the chair ngalru Slic Oi>cncd Uro 
without loss of tijuc. 

“ You never asked me 7 17 a. But it’s a wife’s duly to 
go where her husband goes.” 

“ It s a wife’s duty to hang like a damned millstone rouml 
his neck, according to you ! ” he said. “ But you may t.akc 
it slr.aigbt from uv:*, Joanna, that you’re not coming out in 
the ‘Poljmesia.’ I'yc booked the only passage left for one 
thing. As a ship’s doctor. I’m not sup^josed to take my 
wife ■with me, for another ! ” 

“ I)o you mean to say you’ve done .all thi^ without a word 
to ms ? ” 

“There’s no ««c In consulting you about anyth’ng. Yon 
.always take the opposite point of view from my own. And 
I'm dcuccdly sick of arguing. An Irish pig and an Irish 
woman are two animals th.at can ojily see one point of view 
about anything. That's their own.’’ 

111 thank you not to insult me before my niece, Jivsiwr ’ ” 

‘ She can go home. 1 told her so.” 

I thiiik it would be best,” I said, putting doum my cup. 
Ao, stop where you are! I want a witness of my 
husband s cruelly and insolence. If it’s to bo followed by 
desertion, I sliall luiow how to seek redress! ” 

“ God Almighty give mo patience with you, wom.an! ” 
cued llis doctor, ever nagging and worrying sent a 
^ M ^ you've gone the right way to\lo it/* 

That s rlght-in-sult me again ! ^Voak and ill as T am 
1 VC clr.aggod myself home in order to remonstrate with voti 

sclicmo, and I'm—I’m sworn at and abused— 
as jf I cl committed a crimo-! " 

1 woman is a crime in herself, and the cause of 

half the hangings than Xcwg.^te Calendar chronicles ! ” 

A nagpng woman ! ” sobbed Jo.anna. “ That I should 
be accused of nogjmg, and have my nationality thrown in 
ujy face ! It's the last straw. I can bear no more. What 
1 ve put up With no one but myself can teil. But it’s gone 
beyond bearing. If you choose to go to the end of llio 

stop 1’'“ “p" 

“ Thank you for uotliing! ” said tho doctor grindy. 

ti« « ^ yo^recif if you please; throwlcfl 

p a fcno practice, m a place where you’tc knowu and 
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nv’pcctccl, for % wild-goose-cliasc oTcr the seas to gQodncss 
Liiows where I ” 

You appear to forget that Sydney is a Iiighiy civilized 
cllv. Worth a hundred of this sleepy old place. Besides— 
1 want a change of life and outlook. I'm smothered here 
1».‘lwcen doddering cripples, and silly, painted, dyed, old 

women!” ^ .t -i 

Sil}' you’re tirod of j/jo, iUkI )*ou 11 Siiy tlic triitli • saiu 

.Toanna. duhbing her eyes with a none too clean handker- 

clii-f ” Change of life indeed ? lien a man is uiavncd 

atui vlticd—c-spceially a profcssiojial man-lie’s no business 

to t.alk of a ‘ change of life.* Someone’s been puttmg ideas 

in voiir head, Jasi>er. that’s what it is. There was no talk 

of eliangc of hfe and cros-dug the ocean a month ago. 

“ J)o Vmi supiwso I wanted scenes and timlrums a month 

I c fore tliev wore necessary? Not such a fool, louro 

e liberal education to any man, Jonima, m the way of e\* 

nsperation. Howerer, I don’t see why we should go hammer- 

and tongs orer tlib. You go to bed and sleep over it. and 

to-morrow morning I'H tell you my plans. Icrhaps )OuU 

over it!" Aunt Joanna rose from her 
( hair *• Do you reallv suppose I shall sleep, or rest, or have 
u ^ nent’s Face until I Hud out tchos been poisoning your 
i' d a'aiast mo ? Who’s put this idea of Austraha and sea 
;";te^and change of life into yo- l.cad ? I me. 
Mispicion-’. I had them long ago-beforc I was lU. But 

*'7 was lookin'' at Dr. Merivale’s face as ?ho spoke. I saw 
a line come round his mouth. His ,aw s.-t 

**''‘'^^'DSriL7J7bfggor fool of yourself than yon .arc," he 
K-vid “There's such a thing as washing ones dirty linen 
between one’s own fom walls. I advise you to ivmembcr 

turned on his heel, and walked out of the room. I 
heard the front door slam behind hmi. Aunt Joanna sank 

fuel'in her chair. She was trembling violentl}. 

th^U can hand^tlial-r be-^n hU tbe wi'cs 
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here. Fanny! I cowld frwear it was Fanny! Ucr influence; 
her malicious tongue. You go str.aigbt home now, Rosa- 
lecn, and tell her she's to come over and see me. I can’t 

rest, or sleep, until I've had this matter out-’* 

“ Dear Aunt Joanna—” I implored. 

“ It’s no use you’re saying anything, Uosalcen. My mind's 
made up. I may be wrong; tut I'm sure I’m not. It’s a 
husband’s place to stay with his wife, not foisako her, and 
there never was a U’ord of Jasper forsaking me, ^Yhatevcr his 
faults, until that fiend of a sister came between us I '1 
I simply loolicd at her. Words were beyond me* 

” Why don't you go 1 ” she asked. 

‘‘Very well, Aunt Joanna, Ill go.” 
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CHAr-TER XXYl 


I>* WllICU I COME FACE TO FACE WITH TP.KACTIEIIY. 

Fan’NV was out when I reaeliecl tlic house. I fotiiul Aunt 
'I'liciosa iti the parlour, wondeiiiig fit the airival of my hoi. 
1 had omitted to telegraph to her. 

•• Coodnes.?, child, v.-h:its happened?’ she cried. 

laughin'.', hidf erjing, I sat down on the sofa and toM 
lier the stoVy of our return. It w.as news to hei that 
yi‘:ivalc intcn'lej to go to Australia. 

•• Didn't Eamiv tell yon ?I ashed. 

' Xo; not a u old. She can be as close as an oyster ^ Iicn 

it cnits her.” 

“• Tec been sent to tell her that she must go and see Aunt 
.T'enna at oii'.w’’ 

*• Oh ! well, she can’t. Slie'.s run round lo Mn; o»n Street 
f.'r s',)ii’C Uinimmir, or friiting. or .‘JOiiK-llilug- She .s leaying 
t.Minrrov.- on visit to sonic-ivviuU of OlivB J in Mon- 

1 Lrcatl.ca relief. Well, .^oon as f m sIk- il 
Invc lo <^0 round, or d'O Aunt Joann.a wih be nulung over 

lir.ro. And dic’.s not really strong yet. 

It’s unfoiTunate tliis happeMU'g. Rosaleen. She 11 v.o.r> 
Irr.elf to deatl; about it. She is most unhappy v .t.i •lu'^l'^r, 
and vol she can’t hear the idc.a ol Ids leaving her. H oii y 
Rhe'(i keen her worries to liersclf; bat no. we ve all got to 
bo.vv tiic burden also. The older she gets, the more trying 

fchc* is 

'*f said nothing. I knew Aunt Joanna w.as Uying, but I 
knew alsahow imf^assiblc it was to make her behove so. Her 
fiift of taking onence at imaginary grievances was --i; 
able as Iicr inabilitv to csist tnlhoul a gricvaneo. Jlu hiu 
l.ccn so even m her life here. It sicm«l a ncccssdy of 

Perhaps^rd bettor go and seo her ?" said Aunt Theresa 
rresenlly. “My dear child, you look very tired, and your 
mom isn't ready, or anything. Co and lie * 1 ^ 

111 get Bridget to see to jom .s. 'iour box uas t.akerf up* 
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I was so pu7,zlp<l when it came. I tbouglit you Lad sent it 
on in advance.” 

“ OL—I’m not so tired as all that. I had some tea .at 
Aunt Joanna’s. Yes, I really think you'd l etter go. She 
pays no attention to anji.h'ng I say. And she's quite full 
of this idea about Fanny being the cause of Dr. Merivalc's 
going to Australia! ” 

‘ Rubbish, and nonsense! ” said Aunt Theresa. ‘ I don't 
suppose she’s seen him half a dozen times. He liavdly ever 
coiuos here. And then she’s been busy getting dresses and 
things ready for tins visit.” 

I said. 


“ Ob, just a black lace for evenings, and one or two of 
those striped muslins. Very pretty they arc,” 

I felt a sudden misgiving. Black bee and strijx’d muslins 
soujidcd like preparations for warmer climes than Ifon- 
luouthshirc. B.'t I said no more. I did feel tired, and aa 
soon M Aunt Theresa had left I took off my hat and coat. 
tviined off the gas, and l.ay down on the couch with a rug 
thrown over mo. It seemed but a moment before I was asleep! 

Suddenly I felt wide awake. A confused sound of voices 
mixed with a dream of sliding down Great Onne’s Head to 
the beach below, and finding tho Chevalier's arms out* 
stretched to I’ccoive me. What I heard was a mau's voice, 

veiy low. “ You're sure you won't forget, darling ? You 
tiToto it dorni ? ” 

“ Of course.” 

“If anyone dees see you off, you'll Lave to chango at 
aua wait for tho express thcro*^’ 

I eat up, and threw the rug aside. It was Dr. Jlcrivale’s 
voice. He was talking to Fanny. 

The room was quite dark, save for a faint gleam of light 

from the hall. I sprang to my feet. Fanny asked who was 

? I said notluug. Only walked to tho manteBholf 

and ^oped for matches. I struck a light and then lit tho 
gasehor over tho table. ' 

doorway. There mo 

you ^ brought 

Surely you know ? ” I said. 

I-how should I f Fvo been'odt since tflji.-’* 
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“ I tlionglit Dr. Merivale would have told you,*’ I said. 

'■ Does he know ? '* 

“ Certainly. I saw him at his own liouse, scarcely an hour 
ago." 

*■ Oh, well, he hasn't been over here with tlie joyful nevrs I 
Wliat’^ tlic reason of this sudden return " 

“You’d better ask Aunt Joanna. ' 

" Ask ho- ? Why ? Is she worse ? 

\\'as it only my fancy, or did a sudden yallor show arotind 
her lips, just as I hud noticed witli Jas[)cr Merivale. Her 
itriili.int colour enipha.sized that eurioius rj hitenoss My eyes 
rested calmly on Jier face, meeting a glance that was boldly 
d'-:ia!it. 

“• Wliat on c.'^rth can she want to see me for ? I don't 
lir.ow if i can go there to-night. I’ve my packing to finiali. 
J lu going away to-morrow on—a visit." 

“ To London ? ’’ I asked innocently. 

“London ! what on earth put such an Ido.i into your lie-ad! 
No, Monnioiith:'hiie. Some relatives of George Olivers. ’ 

1 was silent. 

“ Wh}' do you stand staring like tliat with tho.se great 
goggle eyes [ And what on earth were you doiiig here 7 All 
j;i the dark like an owl.” 

" I was asleep. I wa.s very tired. We I.'ft Llandudno 
early this morning, and have been changing trains—or 

luissijig them—ever since I ’’ 

•• Ihit wliat made Joanna come back so .suddenly ? ’ 

“ I thin);—tliiit—is what she wants to tell }'0U. ’ 

“ Has Theresa gone there ? ’’ 

‘•Vc.s." 

“ Vou'rc very coniiminicatire 1 Well, T II see if I vc time 
after dinner. X must go up to my room now, and finish my 
parlJng.” 

She turned, and went quickly up the stairs. Tlic little dog 
w lio had been curled up on the rug, gave a stidden low growl. 

I bent down, and patted his head. * Ah—you don t trust 
her either, Dodger! I wonder wh.at it all means ? I couldn't 
J.ftvc dria-Mt that Jasjjcr llferivalc was here 'i That I heard 
liLtn call hci~ darling ' ? " 

r.iddy bustled in on tho top-j&f my perturbed and anxious 
th('iigi»ts. . 
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“ All, sure, me de.iv Miss Rosaleen, it s yourself is welcome 
home! Yei' room’s all stbiaight an’ ready lor ye, an a 
bit of fire wliiio ye're unpackin’. ^Vhat brought yo back so 
unexpected, darlin’ ? ” 

“ Oh, Aunt Joanna would come home, and, of course, I 
had to come also. How arc you all, Biddy ? Mickey, and 
you, and “ poor Mary ? ’ ” 

Wch-o well enough, Miss Rosaleen, thank tho Lord ! 
The house lias bin terrible loncsorao these times, but praiso 
tho pigs 3 ’e'ie hack ogin, an’ there il he some life in it.” 

Th?.t I brought or put any life into the house was a novel 
idea. It had not oceuiTcd to me that I miul-i any special 
diffewnee. However. I went upstahs to iny little room and 
began to unpack. The fact of doing so, reminded mo of my 
pi-omiso to Aunt Joanna. That, again, brought mo on tho 
track of Fanny. 1 could not forget those worih?, that soft 
ardent wlilspcr. 

Was Aunt Joaima right, and was there Something between 
Fanny and the doctor ? A Oirtation; a Mcret undemtand- 
ing ? Why was ho telling her about trains—” If anyono 
secs j’ou off, you’ll have to cLaiigo at Bristol.”,. . . 
Change at Bristol ? 

Distinctly I rememhored that senteneo. It wanted a week 
of tho date fixed for his o\n\ departure, and Fanuy was 
6upix«cd to be going on a visit to Monmoutlishirc. Yet ho 
had said town. He must have meant London. 1 
puzzled; and tho more I thought of it the more puzzlcfl I 
felt. I tried to say these aff.iirs of mj* aunts wore no busijicsa 
of mine. T waa hut a child in worKlIy experience comjrafed 
to them. Yei the timo the oou.sriour>uess of a sccro^ 
imderetauding between those two Avhi.speiers forced, itself 
u]>on my mind. c 

I finished unpacking, and left my modest liltio box on tho 
landing outside to l>e lalten to the attics by Mickey, Then 
I n-ent back and sat do-.m by tho fire, and tilsd to tlrink out 
this pei^(^g question. I had forgotten fihe necessity of 
dressing fof dinner, and was still in my sergo travelling dresa 
when tho hell raug. I jumped up and sn^thed my 'hair, 
and then vent to .4unt Theresa's roon^d seo if she had 
returned. Tlie same idea must have o$c^Wd to Fanny, for 
tre met at the door. 

Theresa’s not in,” she smdT “ Wliy aren’t you dressed ? 3 
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“ Hiula't timf " I said curtly. 

.She luTSclf iras in black bilk, open at llic neck and with 
rlbow sleevca. Round her white throat was a s end,r chain, 
liom whiyh hung a lorcly diamond locket. 1 had not seta 
h,-v wear such an ornament before, but I made no remaiu 

Hadn’t time ? What nonsense ! T suppose vou^ve got 
into Joanna’s slack ways, since you vc been together. 

‘i made no reply, only walked dmvn to the dining room. 
I "l ed itficUcy if Aunt Theresa had seat any nics.sage . Ho 
had nol^ It therefore remained for Fanny to take 

the licad ol the table. There was some surprise ^ «'‘- 

iUeted apiieavance, and I had to answer 

l.iU dimi'T came in .and that (hanged the su jet u ^ * 

„n,l->mbc..ut,rully^Io^.<’ I., sauljoco.tly, 1-ul 
I.Toulgomcry. , 

rEsi? s's 

j^inamcr. ^^■hal hotel should I advi.c . 

. '■ r:;s»S i-S 


v..a,U to say god-byo won t you - 

l^splay "'o-quito missed tLe 
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irked mo to tliiiik of a long orening to get tlirougli boforo I 
sliould kno\T. I felt something acnous must have detained 
Aimt Theresa all this time. 

“How dreadfully grave you look, Rosalccn ? “ said Lady 
hlonlgomery. 

*■ Yes, doesn’t she ? ’’ exclaimed the eldest Miss Culler. 

“ I’crhaps she’s left her heart behind her at Llauduchio ? ” 
baid the yoxmgest sister facetiously. 

“It uill ho your turn next, you know, Rosalcen,” said 
Lady Montgomery. “ Y’ou'll ho going to the b.'dls next year 
and keeping up tlic prestige of the be.autiful Miss Lc Suir’s.” 

“ I! I could not help smiling. “ Indeed, there won't bo 
much keeping up of that sort where I am c-mcorned. I don't 
know what Aunt Theresa would say if she heard Ihclr roputa- 
t:on dei)cndcd on me ! “ 

“ Oh—well, ’ saul the old lady, “ You woii't do it so badly, 
luy dear. And you must begin to have a little gr.iety ami 
enjoyment. W’o can only be young once, and it's so scon 
Q^c^• And then come the lonely yonrs, unless_ 

I began to plaj*. I wanted to he.ir no more discussions 
about myself. The sort of life iny .aunts had Jed, the balls 
and povties, the meetings with “favotned swains,” Iho 
ihrlalions, and discussions on the subject of “chances” 
Lad lather disgusted mo. 

Resides, (lie two “ chances ” of which I had been a witness 
hod proved most disastrous. It oeeuned to me that tlic 
wry .ast way of getting to know a man—really—was tho 
son of way v. y a mts had gone about the business of catch- 
ing husbands. To bo flattered by complimentj, beset by 
attcnlions, then have to face the i>rol)lcm of accepting tho 
l)cr»on who had proflored them as the future arbiter of one's 
fate, tlus made no sort of appeal to me. On tho other hand 
lay the grey loneluioK of life such as the Mis.s Cutlers repre- 

- P«n>ose; tlic leiTiblo hyrclhus, of 

^d^o ago; seeing one’s years diift by to greater ago and 

SioS mVhf' ^ ‘ one compauion- 

Biiyp that might mean true union. ^ 

I played on, and tho knitting-needles clicked, and the tlu*eo 
0 d cyped hMds nodded, over tlie daily gossip MBa 1, ^d 

“Then Z 

S and "P ‘■'oy 5 -“ down to 

Whiat, fpd so tUn.eyen^g on,.^.50.z^nj-,, many cTcnr 
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ings bad gone on. As so many evenings tvouM go on, 

IJnless what Lady Montgomery meant was something that 
I should also mean. Something that would take me away 
from the old, grey house, and the dull prosaic days, and teach 
mo the fuller meaning of womanheod. 

I saw no moro of F.anny that ivgVit. Aunt Thevcea looked 
in at the drawing-room about half-past mue, ana aiwiogized 

for her absence at diimor. . , . t 

" ily sister was quite knocked up by the journey. 1 haU 

*°\Vlmi/shc left the room I followed her. I was burmng 
with cuiiosity to know what had happened. Aunt Th.rc.a 
wont into the parlour, rang for Mickey, and ordered sand- 

wiohrs and negus to be brought *<> . , 

•‘Lia quite exhausted,” sho told me. f«ch scene. . 

Really .folma w.ll kUl herself if she goes on as sue .s aomg - 

' "oi.i yes, long ago! Sho dUln t stay. 1 m not snriiriicd. 

Joanna l.or bonnet, .ml rolled 

I ,,ot e. clia.r lor be , onu ^ 

"f “ 

"‘lt”™-e.-ecl (br.t Dr. Menvalo bad Icept M.r plans as much 
. e«rcd tr;" her .a, from bis n*. But haying made be o 
w na he was not to bo deUrred from carrying Ihom out by 
^nVque-tion of Joenna’s consent, or disapprobation, iho 
0 Iv nohit novHo be considered was whether she woul.l gae 
? 0. whether sho would F^-sist in thla useless opposition, 

I™" ii.VS 

would have. I l.tikcd 
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eaul lie was sick of Bath, and this was loo fjood an o/Tor to 
refuse. In six months’ time Joanna could come out, if iihe 
wished. Ke also said, Rosalccn, that you might like to go 
M'ith her. Colonial life would be novel, .and more iiUcrcsliug 
for you than tills sleepy dull old place. ’ 

“ I—go out to Sy^cy ? ” 

The colour rushed to my face. The thought cam3 to me 
witii all the sense of novelty and excilement such .a clwngj 
would mean. ^ Then I lookc<l at Aunt Theresa. She was iiTy 
gu.ardian. Wh.at would sho say to such a sehcu'o ? 

‘‘It miglit bear thinking of,” she went on. “But, c.f 
couree, there s some risk about it. You'd have to put uj) 
With Joanna, and you know what sho is. Also, I very much 
fear that she and her husband will never agree verv well 

judging from to-night, and wlut went on.”* 

fehc shook her head. “ And Ihut ivould be a verj’ disastrous 
experience for you, my dear. Of course, I m.ay bo wrong. 
Ho IS eloquent in praise of Sydney, and he wiiriiavc plenty 
of money. Well, we must just wait and sec how tlnn^is ai'o 
going to turn out. You've seen Fanny I suppose ? ” * 

“ Yes,” I s.aid. 

Bly he.art began to beat quickly. .Should 1 tell her of that 
scene, and what I had overheard ? Would it be any v«e » 

Somehow I felt it would not. 


Bare cuspicion meant so little, except frcsli unrest .and dis- 
turbance, and poor Aunt Theresa looked as if she had had 
more than her share of both this evening. So I let her talk 
wi and listened, and wondered. W’ondered if that had been 
Hr. Menvale s whispered “ darling ” ! If Fanny was rc.allv 
going on that visit to Monmoutlishire ? If it would be wortli 
^hile to go to the Station next morning, and sco her oft’, 
considering that we had no certain proof of what she intended 
to <lo, nor any means of preventing h r doing it ? Aslunir 
^ ^J'otlier-m-law might not use terms of endear^ 
to Aunt Theresa and to me. Was it wrong to go a step 
• further and say, “ darling ” to Fanny ? ^ ^ 

to wXTsltr 


^d baffiJ ® rugs 

and bandboxes, and a dressing-bag accompanied her and 


2C0 


A GREY LIFE. 


mica up tlic interior. Sl‘C was iicrrousJy ansious no one 
isliouia ?o to the Station, and tlie early hour of her acpartiiro 
made it inconvenient fur Aunt Theresa. As for lus I knew 
hotter than to offer my service?. She seemed very Gmred 
and hurried at the last, but fmaliy set of:, waving farewell to 

iij with her bleok-edged handkerchief. ... v i .... 

I 1,100thod 0. of relief. I carcil htt.e what she ^ 
vheve file ivtnt, as long ns her presence did not nislurb the 

‘"’ivint TIf.'osa gave tlie orders for the dav, and then ran 
ovai?o J^ina to see hov.' she w..s. She ivould not let mo 

You can do no good, mv dear .and it's not healthy or 
deeent for .a young girl to hear such ehspules bctv.een husOaud 

“tiilitihing lolh, I remained behind to dust china, and 

arrange floucrj for the dinr/T-tab-Ie. n T 

I V.ls In tlie dining-room v.hen th.e 'ront doer heOl r..nfr I 


‘'■'Se door suddenly opened, .and there entered the Chev.alier! 


t 

A 
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IS wnicn ASPnoDKLs RErr-Acc noi.KTS, 

I M rallior like tlic mythological personage in Iho Rook of 
Job,” he said. “I come from ‘going to and fro tlic earth.’ 
If beauty draws us by a single hair, you, niv dink I'osalecn, 
drew me by cvcrjsonc of those dark tresses that surely sweep 
your Icnces. lu other worrls, my child, one of my restless 
tits came upon mo, e.’id I thought of Afjitac .S'ofis as a remedy. 
Like the magic I'ouiitaiu of 'I'rcvi, to drink once is to drink 
again and yet again yet never rjuench ones thirst. Go on 
with those liowcR? and I will diccoursc to you of my travels. 
How well you look by iho way." 

‘*I'vc juft come back from Wales, and the sea. I feel 
well. But didn't you get my hist letter ? ’’ 

He shook his head, *' No. My letters arc waiting for mo 
to chum them in Paris.” 

I thought you wore staying In Paris ? ” 

‘‘ I stayed long enough to prove mvself a fool. I was on a 
wrong scent, Rosalecn.” 

Hie scout of the violet.s,” I murmure.fl. 

It was elusive and misleading. It led nowhere.” Ho. 
bent forward, and look up one of the faded flpwers. " Bo 

I sometimes think she never left Bath 

ut all. 

“ ^^’ho—Madame Odyllo. Never left ? ” 
veili^'Tad^ ” Veiled Latly I followed was not your 

“ But you said-” 

member of tho police force is often 
mgemous pretest of a child. I am not a member 

t ^‘•“rt-shted body of ofiiciaU. but 

I Stood looking at him in perplexity. 

« T “y I am once more.’; 

. I can t bo sorry for that,” I said. 


ti 
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“ Your cycp C-“vc me the most cliarming ol welcome?. Arc 
you clone, by the way ? \Vl;erc arc the prcsifling deities 'i ” 
IJricily I told liim of Aunt Joe-ima's illness, our stay at 
Llandudno, and Ur. lifcriv.dc's iwojcct. 

“ All these changes in so short a time I Truly, Rosalccn, 
the Fe.tos are waki'ii" up and bestining ihei.iselvcs in your 

interest.'’ 

" Mtj interest?” 

“V>'oil, you e.rc one of the family.” ^ 

‘‘ I sunpose you liave never been to Australia ? I said* 
*■ Not so far*as yet. Why do you ask ? ” 

I told him that if Aunt Joanna went out to join her husband 

thero had been a suggcrtion that I- - , 

lie up cxcitcdl}'. ‘‘Sploudicl! Tlic very tlung* 

^Vo v.ill all go! We will leave thU old country to its con- 
ventions and shibboleths, and pcradvcntiirc forth on new 
nu-sts and to new delights. I know all about that Land of 
I’lomise. It is a place of Wonder and of Hope. Gold ^ows 
in tiic soil as gi-ass in less favouied countries. The fruits ot 
tl,o earth arc mans for the asking! There is sraa» “"<1 mr: 
vvidc-rolliiig lands of grain and verdure, ilic lahour of one 3 

hands is the blessed privilege of indnilrV; “<1 j 

Where is .\nnt Joanna ? Let me t.vlk to her. I yJl te.aci 
her to make pr.actical use of the virtues of civilization. A\u 

Hhal! revel in sumdiino, and lose oiiivchv's in prmKra .o.t.t . 

The s.ippl,ire of gto,at oceans, the Sluf of sounding seas, tho 

carolling of gay bird.*;-” 

Rear blaster—’ I said, laug.nng. 

“ \h —1 love to bear you say tliat; I beheve, Ro.a.'.Icon, 1 

crossed that l.cavinp, misbehaving Channel for 
loason! I will tcil ycu a story. Ao, on .second 
I won't. It w.is tlic story of a tired W cndcrcr. But he is 
no longer tired and he would be ghd to ^Y»dk^ obv.h and 
furthei- afield, if you are willing? A.mWo.anna, .3 

it ’ I d rather it was Thcrcs.a. \ou take mo . 

I 1 ,‘nghol Wlio could licip it. His absurdity was only 

conallcd by his inconsequence. .p, -tTfrivalo 

•• Listen.’’ I .»aid. “ Nothing ^to 

i. going out to Sydney, but not Aunt Joanna. Jic 

I ”t I’Ln :rn,y house in .dcr (n^eh 

means [mllceting my Irish rents), prepr.re .an outfit smtab.c 
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Fiilircnltelt in the BJimlc, and bo roady to arcompany 
Aunt Joanna and yourself [thul is csscullal) as courur d'occa- 
fiton when you say tbo word.” 

‘'You arc off at a tangent. Kothing is arranged. Last 
evening nothing was further from my aunt’s intention than 
to take a voyage to tho Antipodes. Sho thinics Australia 
is peopled by savages and ravaged by wild beasts. You 
can't iwrsuado her differently.” 

“ T^t mo talk to her. Wo are good friends yon know.” 

“ At present she Is ill in bed.'’ 

“All—is that so ? I’m sorry. I could speak well of llio 
project to day. It fires mo to enthusiasm. When may I 
pay my respects to your good Aunt Theresa ? ” 

‘*Sho has gone to Iho Merivale’s,” I said. “I really 
don’t know when she will bo in. Perhaps tea-time.’’ 

And Mrs. Oliver has left ? ” 

“ Yes, tijank goodness! ” 

*' I’m not sure that I don’t echo that outburst of gratitude. 
Can t you como out, child ? We’d have lime to ascend tho 
I.ansdowno by taking tho short cut through Hay Hill. 1 
want to hreatho the air of tho heights.” 

So off 1 went, and as the Lansdomie was not high enough 
wo must needs go southwards and toil up tho steep ascent 
of Beechen Cliff, in order to breathe that air of space and 
freedom for which the Chevalier craved. If it was stoop I 
did not care. Wo wore as happy, as ridiculous, and cs in¬ 
consequent as two children escaped from scliool. Tho sk}* 
W'as an April one of tender blue and fleecy cloud; tho Run 
warmed Iho grey old town, and lit up tho green belt of its 
protecting liUla. Scents of spring, song of birds, and thoono 
companion in the world that could make such thing? rjoy 
complete—what more could one ask of Fate ? 

As wo stood side by side and gazed on that panorama of 

lading river, ncst-Iiko valley, grey town, I waa conscious 
once again of deep content. Wo were silent for some mo- 
incuts. Then h» said abniptly, " There is a lino of n poem 

I cannofc get out of my boatL “ 2 shall never again be frituds 

“Smabumo 1 ’* I said quickly. 

„ You have read those Poems and Ballads, have you ? ” 
feomo. I found the book among Aunt Fanny's, when 
sho wont away. I think bts poetry is wonderful.” 
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“ Dangoroii-;’ be said. “ Too strong and passionate, and 
cxcitin^l’or young maidens such as you, Rosaleen.” 

“ It i*s boaiitif^U.’’ I said agaui. “ You quoted that from 

‘ The Triumph* of Time.’ 








' I shall never again be friends vath roses, 

I shall loatl'.c svcct tune 5 when a note grown strong 
Rclciili end recoils, and climbs and closes ^ 

As a wave of the sea turned back by song. • 

Cut why ■Hill you never again be friends with roses ? ’J 
I asked him. 

“ X meant- violet'*,” be said. 

“ I mean-nothing. Only tliat I stood one rugbt in Fans, 
lool-iii" out on tlic croivclcJ bo.'kvaids ; y. atclune Ibc passu« 
faces/And 1 seemed to rceoginzc tliat cha-sing n mirage is 
not a very satisfying pmsuit. It occuiTod to me, Bosa.ee,n 
tliat I bad gronn old, and let the yeaB go hy, and jet h..d 
found no sinclo satisfying thing. 1 ms haunted hy a ho. 

0 • might have heens.’ ilorrihlo things, ray eh Id, that 

raoclxi and smiled, and gihed, I laced the Fool hn t 

and had it out ivilh him. or tried to Imye ^ f 
r-hl he ‘ your vow was not aecepeed. 1 swore cn my 
iith as a pcntIcDian.’ said I. ' She never took you at jo ir 
word ’ ‘ nut that did not ahsolvc me. And fo cn, and 
oirTbcn an idea took hold ol me. Supposing sic hul 

■ KoUeit'i ■’ I echoed. '■ Oh, hut I ra sure she did. Why 

lin- funiilurc-cvcrylbing was taken away. 

Do von know wlicre it went ? ♦ ^,.,1 Ovft 

•' lee. t, I know the place where it is stored. Over 

llirre, in SmUh:.:ate t^lrcft.” 

:: I e:::\L ^i" X Lme to remove it Those wore 

" TlmL'i 'ci^noua; ’l never ashed. Besides, you wrote 

hd!: wonder it it - 

purporc ? Yet slio could not have known chat 1 was comi. g 

to see her that night.” 
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“ Ah! ” I cried impulsiwfy. 

He went on speaking. “ If she is that Odylle Gantler, slio 
has deliberately chosen to take herself out of onr lives. For 
if I could trace her identity by your descuption, Rosalecn, 
she could as surely have traced mine by what you told her 
of me. And somehow—when I was in Paris—this is what I 
thought. ‘She does not wish to see you again. Therefore 
—why pursue your pliantom of the \iolels any longer?’ 
And so—I came back-” 

My heart gave a sodden qulclc throb. Tie had come back 
to—me. Tho quest was over. Ko phantom lady was to 
draw him Iiilher and thither any more. Our lives wotiKl go 
on and on from clay to cl.ay, as I’had so longed they might go 
on. No shadow betwixt me and the sun. No grey day.^, 
grey life, where he sliould he. Ho, wlio^e gay fantastic, vet 
most tender companionship had been the one treasured 
possession of my childish year's. 

“I came back,” be repeated softiv, “and von s.aid voii 
wciv--glad.” 

” Ho I was; and am. And now, perhaps, you will stay ? ” 

“dust .as long as you want me, mv dark Rosaleen.'' 

From the valley hclow, that “ ncstdiko hollow ” where (lio 
eity lay, came the deep full sound of bells. Above us spread , 
a sky blue and lendet as the hyacintbs among tlje grass. A 
sense of Wauty so beautiful that it hurl, beijig only of earth 
and short lived and ever dogged by sorrow or regret, swept 
over me and held me dumb. I was only a child still; tliink- 

ing the joy of the immediate moment meant all the joy that 
life could hold. 

It held enough. The thought that he w.as here, and would 
remain here, and therefore I could not be very lonely, or 
^■c^y sad ever agaiju ^ 
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AN 0!.D FRIEND REAPPEARS. 

Aunt TnEnr.5A woloomrtl him warmly, and before his second 
ctii) oi tea ’.vas luii :l»cd he had himched forth upon the idea 
of our joi;jt pilgriinago to Anstridia. The glorified pictmo 
of that land of promise was painted with his usual lavish 
pxpe-nditure of colour. I thinlc even the locusts became 
birds of Paradise. Aunt Theresa listened doubtfully, and 

with less enthudaam than I ospocted. ^ 

‘•There's each a thing as flying from ills wo know, 
Chevalier. At least, I know ray sittialion at present. I 
can't face total uprooting without going^thorougliJy into tho 

matter. If my sister would agree-” 

“ Let mo talk to her,” he said. 

“ 1 wi.sh you would. For I really think it would be a very 
rood thing for lier to go out to the Colomes. She has got 
into a groove. Not a very healthful one either, and really 
if she docs go out, I am much inclined to send ^^osaleon a so. 
But as for myself-” She Idled up her cup «nd ^hook he 

l,crd. “I m too old to caro for transplanting. I feel I ought 

to stay on here and keep a home for the otners, if they should 

ever need it, ’ , • 11> 

“ Tlie-othors ? But both your eislcrs arc manivd. 

“ One is a widow.” . 

- “ But nr-rhnns she will not always remain so ? As tor Mrs. 

McriTo.lc| mr.y I bo excused for saying that if anyone ever 

nccilcd roudng and-tran.?planting-ib is she . 

“I quite agree ulth 30U ; but its impossible to make her 

And, mcamvhilc, Dr. Mcrivalc leaves nest week ? ” 

“ your sifter, Mrs. Oliver, in the Londou train tU, 

inovniiie,'’ he said oa.sually. . . 

Wluitr' Aunt Th.resa s cup crashed dorvn into nor 

»auc«. Ti.e London tnun-imposaiUe ! She s gone to 

Bloninoutlishire! ’ “But 

•• Pcrliaps she ha«! l uu up to lorvn cn r-v-tf, h.. 
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I ccrtr.inly saw Ucr. I coiild not easily mistake her, you 
•k'io'.v.” 

I felt tlie colour rise hotly to ray cliecks as Aunt Theresa 
looked f.t me. Then it was-tnio wljat I had heard. Somo 
arrangements about trains—about a mecling. And sire had 
not gone to Monmouthshiio at all. 

*• Are you sure you saw her ? ” asked Aunt Tlictcsa. “ I 
really cannot believe it. Or—but no, siuely she couldn’t 
Ijuve got into a, UTong Irani ? ” 

“ 'inhere s a difference between the up and the down line,” 
h^ s.aid. 

*' I can’t understand it.” 

W hy lYorr}' 7 She may have changed licr mind and 
thought shed go to Loudon first Ladiis arc privileged to 
do (hat, you know.” 

J>liO dropiicd the subject, but I could poo sho was much 
^itiubeik I think none of us trusted Fanny, having had 
ircqucut experience of her duplicity. TJiat curious ” crooked- 
ness ’ of mind which played fast and loose with one's pie- 
couce|veU ideos of truth and honour. The Chevalier noted 
that hts n3wa hod been disconcerting, so he kept oil the 
de.r gcr path and talked gencr.alitica during the rest of his visit. 


After the door closed I went slowly back to the parlour. 
Aimt Ihcrcsa was still sitting by the t?a-lrav, loolun" very 
grave and worried. ' o j 


• out, Rosaleen. How could Fanny bo 

iti the London tmin ? I do wish you had gone to sco her 
oJt, tlicn I should be sure. 

She distinctly said sho would not have mo sco her off 
And j hoard her tell you the saino tiling.” 

Uell, wo sh.iU soon Icnow. I Lave tho address of tho’o 
f>ooplo m MonmoutLshiro, and if wo don’t got a letter to- 
auou-ow, OT next day, I shaU write. Of course, you won t 
pay a word to Joanna.” 

” Ko, there’s no necessity. By tho wav, how is she ’ 
reconciled to the idea ? ” ’ 

■cv!, a wretched day. Somelimcs I 

W 13 cWpfnl®^® could possibly have changed so much. She 
was chwrfd tod contented enough before she married.” 

in IW ^ ^ oven 

m luose days, if yen remember, sho always had a grievtoce.” 
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Aunt Theresa ro'c r.nd r.ang for Mickey to remove llie tea* 
things. He began to do so in an absorbed manner. Some¬ 
thing scerned weighing on Iiis mind. _ ^ 

“ L tliink, Miss Theresa, ye ought to know. ‘ Poor Mary a . 
gone ofl wid hci’self at last. ’ 

“ Gone oif—where ? ” 

** B;\ck lionio, she sutJ* I wouldii t bo sure <iv iliat, only 
slic's tolkcd of her \Koplo an’ their cottage an the farm 
sthock’ for the last six montlis. She said her heart was 
eTowiw' loncsomcr an* loner,omer. Whin she borrowed h.-Uf 
a crow’i from mo an’ live shillings from Aunt Puldy I taougiit 
somethin’Wits up. Well, that s it, nnrs. blio s gone 

Uriih'ct c^n t pos-.ihly do the cooking and ;Ul the scrub- 
l,:ng an<f cleaning of this groat house as well. 
is slie does more than li-,r share of avork. HI ha^e to tiy 

a’ul find someone else. ’ . .1 _ 

.Mickey took bmhlcQ interest in fitting the teacups togot.KT 

in'the limited space of the tray. 1 happens to know av 
n bright handy gml. She's wautm a situation by ro-sm av 
nuar^-ls wid her own family, or some sich noi^onsc M o^d 
I bo I' llin’ iK't to pply, uiiss ? Sae mighi, suit ye. An 
slio con do a bit av co.jking, wiiicb is more than that ignorant 
hLy "who's gone could iver do. Sho hadnt the pcelin av 
a pialv, lave alone t!i- boilin' av one, in /e r. As foi F^**^*^ 
’fLscitlicr burnt, or lumps notT.t or a dog s dumcr . Sur^ 
Aunt biddy know that. Help? Little hclpshe was. \Uio 
not dieddin’ any tears at ttic Iocs av her I , • 1 

w =ig!.o^! Aunt Therern, “ if I don't pt another pu 

I nn'si iKtvo a c).r.rtvo™...n. And Ihey're a bothor, and at 
more food in a day th-ii an ordinary house servant m a 
week. Tell your fricml, Mickey, to come rouii.l and scv me- 
•• WIrn shall she come round, Miss Ihoresa i 
“Oil-tomorrow, about this time. YouTo sme ^lic can 

'’■“'yom ' Ve'll SCO that. miss. She’s a wondtr at it n 
r„n)! An’ st<-a.ly, an’ cican too. Ob, site d suit the rlaeo 

migiity well, Mis.s Theresa. ’ 

••j’oMv—is that her name?' I a-s«<cd. 

“ Sure, an’ it is, Jliss RosMccn. Polly 0 
O'Driscoll’ Some far-oU memory Etirrcd within rno. 
Surely rue '■ Olid was narrowing itseli to individual inUtcst,. 
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CHATTER XXIX. 


IN wnicn INCiriENT rivalry REAPPEAns. 


The days slipped by. One was eventful 'enough to bo 
recorded; the day when Miss 0‘Driscoll arrived to bo inter¬ 
viewed and inspected by Aunt Theresa. Miclcey showed her 
into the jjarlour. An odd figure, dressed in shabby nondc- 
8crij)t garments; her vivid hair frizzed and puffed out under 
a black straw hat; her C 3 ’cs still evincing a doubt as to tho 
object of their regard that ought to have been disconcertin'' 
to Mickey. ® 

She must have known that I was a member of the house¬ 
hold, or else Irish confidence was less than universal in this 
particular imtanco. It suited her, however, to treat me as 
a person with whoso insignificance she was entirely un¬ 
acquainted. For sake of old times 1 accepted tho rebuke, 
and subsKied into tho position of a passiro onlooker 

She had never been “ out ” as yet. Not to say. But sho 

had worked os hard at homo as anyone needed, and it bad 

occurred to her sho was entitled to tho importance of wooes. 

She demanded £10 a year, every Sunday evening to herself. 

and would not press for “ beer money," unless the other 
servants did 




usual—in tho best families," sho 

“ Why not apply to one of them ? " 

A flicker of anxiety crossed Polyphemia’s expre.ssive face. 
She temporized. ‘‘Of coi^. I know Tm not h'experienccd 
enough for that. But I lives iu ’ope." 


A " extraordinary girl! Quite a character I " said 

“ of 

“^straordinaiT." 1 said. “I wonder how Mickey 
ouanoed to fcomo across her J ^ 

I, O’DriseoU had deposited 

her wooden box and her peculiarly unattractive person it 
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til" r.Tpn. T Iirippcncd to liavc come downstair to let tlio 

jt.Kl-’cr into the gavilon. ^ 

M illi all her ” bristles out/ so to say. and a rooted idea «iat 
she was to be “ put upon/ end innst tli.reioio lose no tuuo 
iu asserting her- tights, and her determination to stick to 

^''jlviVct langhed good-humouredlr. “Tlicrc, chiM. don fc 
1.e inMdn- . bol of ye-lf- Sarviee-is it \ 
lived in satTice. more years than ye ve bin out of it. ^ laho 
’T" l.at oif, an’ make yourself at borne. 1 ei'.iaps yc d like 
. o- tel an- a sUce of toast ? to- ye to 

iio tlnisht. mckoy. kos tl.o I.Ji.dy ^ 
rot.itocs, aid wanlied ll.c vcg-laUw. \Mi3. 

Sto//ring at I stood 
I .rreotfd her in friendly fadnon. Hon “™ 5 " ’ *?.' 
,,1,/iir I hono vouH find yoniselt ooinfortaUo li“e; 

^ sic came up’to mo and laid her hand on my atm. Do 
von am •ore.'; she s.aid, in a ho,,r,e rvhi.sKr. It» 

to ‘ave a chr.nco to sec mn 

i- S'if/r’'^dn’t knore! The Master, of course. I lu.ow 

’C comes’ere. I found that b out. 

‘ xlio lircl'was never the same ’j jf' ^bo,! 

on in th.e same snd aU wa.s so mysleriou?, 

t Md rnim^. o;fid. 

ru;.y“1 • ’ 

ir/orarj- ? You don't mean Jo ^ay tjienj 

*‘I means to ^\'‘‘^*otl,cr doesn't need me. Shes 

be done again. Anyways, m ^ 

all right with the new j. . Inattention. Gives 

„3 sU is. Doesn't «ant no ooU^ .m 

no troublc-and pays. Hy • « 

“art"S..‘“'Has .his-.odgcr-heeo sf.aylng 

„,,h your mother long fJ I asto • o Came one 

“ I * I S’t »ll»'',vd to SCO 'cr, nor yet do 
evenins after dark. 1 wasn v « 
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notbin for'er. Sbc's got the best rooms of the ousc. Tlir'o. 
And a lot o’ nice furniture came in, and mother says as ’o>v 
she wouldn’t 'know er oun droring-room now! ” 

My first suspicion became certaint}'. It must be Madame 
Odylle. \Vere there two women in Rath wijo could lead so 
mystenous a life ? I felt aggrieved that she had left us in 
so unexplained a maimer, only to go to another lodgin- in 
the same city. had she done it ? 

Polyphcniia knew no more. Neither her name, bmincss, 
nor appearance. Slio rcvci ted to the “ Master.” it was true, 
was it not, that he did cema liere ? I said it was. 

“But it's not )'our place to answer the door,” I said. 

“ And I suppose you don’t expect him to coalinuc tcachiu-' 
you ? “ ° 


^ Of course I don t. But per’aps sometimes I may catch 
Sight or souucl of iin. That »I be \'^.ppincss enough for my 
aching ’eart. FU feed upon it till such times as I’ve risen 
and prospered, and can bo worthy to ’old out my ’and aa 
a h equal, and say, ‘ Mongsurc, jc auis h poore may fiJaHc 
Polyphcmia; tvfre ayhve.' 

How she had got that sentence together was a mystery. 
(l\ mistakiug her fidelity, or her adoration 

of that thairc maylre.'' I was silent for a moment, taking 
m her grotesque apiwaranco.; her scraggy figuvo. and red. 
rough hair. Yet she seemed to haw found favour in JBckey’a 
wght, ^ He came m now, and greeted her with bashful dcli«’ht. 
Her airs and giwces to liim were in distinct contrast nilh her 
immblcr attitude towards tho c/icr h}aitrc.'' 

bere^ Tlm pf '’T My Grey Lady was still 

here. Ibe Chevalier had said he believed she bad never left 

the toTO. and he was right. But that she should have goni 
coincidcnce^^^^*** sojourning seemed more than u 


T ^ Academy. Had 

I by chance located it accurately enough for her to'discover 

lU wherwbouts ? I had been used to talk so freely 

^ S'von any infon^ation 

diS^M t Cbev^cr with my discovery. It would bo 

nanr!lmf M ^ ^ strange, jealous 

pang shot through my heart at the idea of awakening anv 
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i:;tcro.st l:e lu«l declared was over; reopening A page in tbe 
book he bad just closecl. 

To-night he would be here. He wiv: coming for the first of 
those “'philosophical and liter.ny cansfrlfi” that were (o 
complete my peculiar ctincation. H 1 told him about Poly* 
pliemia I could not withhold that otlier piece of news—and 

llien ? . . , ^ -i 

What llicn, I wondered ? A renewal of tnc Qne.st, or il3 
ccs'/ition. 

] found Vunt Theresa upstair=. She liad just returned fioin 
Die Mcrivales, where she had had tea. and heeji e-dertamed 
l.v the still continuing l.imentalions of Aunt Joanna. 

*• The (lo^'tor takes !io notice. Just on wiln his pe.e.v 
in- and preparations. l(o is a emiouJy determined man. 
(tnec iic niake.s up hi; mind to do a thing, notlimg will Imn 

him from iiis purpo c." . 

-•iJ) you think will give m I e,-t.od. 

\lv deer child, who can answer fm Joanna? .d’.c ahv.ata 
cuds iii doi-vi the very tiling J'he has dnUred a li'tndved and 
„„K-tv-ninc times she will do! i wish 

I’. cidml one w.ay or o'/ner. I never ?<■! a wm.c of Deep )a4 
Iii. ht'thinking'of her and Fanny. What a Mcr.smg it . 
|•o^■lleen that a-Didvc never given me an anxiou-s moment. 
U mlgu’iL been c.,.ctcd. toa Hut you s<^u ^vo 
-n old head on your young i-uouUlciv, cliild. Sm i sense, 
^uiodness knows ‘where you got it! Llicms was always m 
the clouds, and had as uiuth idea of the rc-ponsi.)ihlic= of 

'‘%!c kissed'me tcarfullv. She .seemed dopre-^^^cd and low- 
spirited .as usual after a spell of Joanna. “ Not a word f.o.u 
Aunv ' “ slic went on, as .she removed licr bonnet. 

• it is soon yet,” I said. “She is a bad correspondent 
too. All those years in Australia she nper tm c a a^ ^ 
*• I Imow. But there was reason for that. c R 
on hid term'! It was her place to m.ikc the amende, but .she 
n"vci all Hard as nails, that's Fanny ; n'ijl neror aoknow- 

led"e herself in the wrong even though she ‘®' . 

Aoain I wondered whether I ought to speak of that scene t 
Ofthc words I had overheard ? Again 1 hesitated, and wM 

lost. 
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OIAPTER XXX. 

now ruiLosoi'iiY tkoved a uouniruL DE.vEnT to 

YOUTH. 

DnfNSR was over. Tlic whist i)I.Tycn were at their favounto 
pursuit. Auut Tlicrcsa h.r.d left the parlour duly prepared 
for the literature Icssou, a.ud 1 was awaiting the arrival of 
my teacher. 

I heard the front door open, and then a Round of muffled 
voices. My heart misgave me. rnlj^phcmia had managed to 
answer that ring. No doubt Mickey had told her who M as 
eoming. It u-as as I expected. Polj’phemia stood there, 
gazing rapturously at the face of the Chevalier. 

I called to her. “You have no business to answer tl.o 
door,” I said. 

She turned indignantly. “You ain’t tbe mi.<?sus. She 
said nothing about my answering it; on h’emergenry.” 

“ Possibly she doesn't know,” I said. “ At all events, you 
can now go back to the kitchen.” 

She tossed her licad, and to show her independence, followed 
the Chevalier to the door of the parlour. Ucr eyes glared at 
the preparations. The crim.=?on cloth; the shaded lamp; tho 
boolcs and papers on the table. 

b ine to be you / she said. ** But though I’m demeaned 

at present by takisig to service, it’s only a means to a h'end. 
You'll please remember that.” 

" Service! ” echoed the Chevalier. “ You said you n-ero 
on a vhil hexc ? ” 

Temporarj'. You told me once that things was onlv 
what they seemed to h'individuals. This is ’ow my coinin’ 
ere seems to mo.” 

I have much to answer for,” he saitl gravely, glancin/» 
irom her angry face to my amused one. “ If curses como 
home to roost, assuredly random plirascs do tho came, 
ito^alecn, perhaps you can explain this mystery V ” 

^ far as I know, my auut has engaged PoUy O’DriscoU 

as kitchen-maid m place of ono who has left Her duties 

were explained to her. Answering the front door to viritore 
IS not one of them.” 


r 
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‘^I iwlerstand.” he said. ‘'That being so, we must 
r.'laetantly disiwnsc with your company, Polyphemia. I 
am glad, however, to see you well, flud that you have not 
{ti'i’otten me.” 

‘ As if I h'erer covld!" she c.vc!alme(l fervently. ^ I 
came Vre for one h’object or.ly, as I explained to ’cr. ^ing 
turned out of ’ome so to s.ay, and no chance of seein' you 
there now circumstances as changed for the better for you. 
tho' V.O 5 S 0 for me, I put my wits to worl; and fortune fav’ring 
rae witli rvcrpjaiutanship of .a nincompoop, why ono thing 
K 1 to mmthcr; so I h’applicd. and ere I am.” 

She rattled all tins off at cxj'rcsa speed. The ChoTahet 
tiled to m-e.sp a fuller moaning from the threbbing excite, 
meat of her diction. ” But why were you • driven from 

L ame ’ 'i " he askc<l. i «v 

1 made a despairing effort at dignity of command. i on 

rm,t go down to the kitchen. Polly. Yo-ar mistress would 

be verv angry if she found you here.” 

She snapped a contemptuous finger. Missis, indeed .1 
only obliged ‘tT, so that places us on terms of h equality 
Ilesidcs-questions h’askcd is to ^ 
by anv roles of politeness that I know anything ok 
ivi. 1 driven from ‘ome. Mongsnre ? Jt rf«. She cas . 
a triumphant glance at me. “ Fuvrmers and mysteries was 
the cause. Mother h'insimiated I w.is only m the way. M> 
I'ride took h'owbridge. No confidence stirs bad bloods 
at'vKt fam liea. I asserted my irindopendonee along with 
des -0 for a eight of you, Moster-I mean Mougsure. 
Ld ‘cro I h'am-^your ‘iimblc serrant to command as 

a!v ays! ” t * » i 

N'ow—will Ton go! ’ I entreated. , , 

tho other chair. “What 

*■ You're not a good actress, Rosaloen, he said. 

wero you afraid she would say ? .. 

7 The colour surged to my temples. I could not meet 
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eyes, neither could I answer him evasi cly. ITc waited a 
moment: then he said, “ 1 was right. i<hc —j.> siii! in Ratlj. ’ 
I looked at him then, hut I could find no word^. 

“ I guessed that i)na;cdiatcly,‘ he went on. *' How long 
have you kno\Mi ? ” 

“ Only since Polyphemia came here tliis aflt-nioon/’ 
I said. 

" And did you in.tcnd to keep the dix-overy to yourself 5 
“I—I hardly know.” 

“ I think you do know, Rosalcen. You're not given to 
halting ‘ between two opinions.’ ” 

“i thouglit, perhaps, it would cnly make yon rcstlcrj 
again. Besides, I am sure she would not sec you.” 

”\ou think not? Still—I have a mind to (rj\ ft is 
eomethinc of a-coincidence, is it not, that she ehould live 
where I once lived ? Two yoara I spent in that house, in 
the Via lioma.'* 


” She has the upper rooms,” I saitP “ According to r<dlv 
her mother hardly knows them since they have been furnished 
and fitted up by tlsc new occupant.” 

” Has Polly—(I note we abbreviate her in private life)— 
Been this new occupant ? ** ^ 


Been tui3 new occupant ? ** 

” No. Hence, the giievanco and the mysten*, and her 
first act of indcjxndcnce.” 

‘‘ How life narrows down,” ho said, thoughtfully. ” You 
and I, and Sydney Gardens. The Academy and Polvphomi i 
The Grey l ady and the Pi'a Roma, and apart fro'm it ail] 
and yet uulh it, the vague shapings and happenings that 
may mean tragedy. A ^nso of tho Pa..t oftens brings fear 

^1 iM liftpr.7 that day ou 

the hUl heights of Clavcrton. We spoke of tho Past as if it 

wore buried and grave-bound when it was only out of sinht 
;; Do you mean to try to see her ? ” I asked faintiv. 

OdylleTlilcr’: 

” You might—write ’ ” 

—» 

mlrZT I tte beautiful voice, and the 

marred, disfigured face. The hands, so pale and tender, 
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with their scarred palms. 1 thought of l!ic tioleta thrown 
at her feet night after night, nnd tried to think of him as tho 
fconder. What would it all mean ? How could so wild a 
roni<ince end, save in tho way she had chosen to end it ? 
t-clf-obliteration. Xo love it seemed to me could hear tho 


iiv.'Uucholy sight of that marred face day for day, year by 
year. Tlie sulfering, the pity of it. 

1 looked at him imploringly. 

Oil. Master, lot it a,lone! Don't hdlow' the scent of tho 
aiakts to tlic gravoidc of--honor. I know. You don't 
I jun sure, I a:n quite .sure, she voiild rather die than let any 
man look upon her face again. ’ 

\l ..'.id nolli'ng ; only stivtched nul his liand and took tho 
vi-uune of Carlyle and opc-ned it half mc-clianically. As of 
old I (hew up tiie sheet' of paper, and took a iieneil to make 
i.qui>itc notes. Dut he only turned over p. gc after page, 
{•jq'arentiy unconscious of his action. 

llo lip, llirow the bonlc .'icro^s the t.vhlo. ^ Ain 

T to he for c\er haunted lr\' floral fclhca! Arc there violets 
in tlie room. Kosalccn ? Xo. Vet tlieir scent is v/itli me 1 
\\ h:v‘. is that other volume by your hand ? Sv.nihunic ? 

He look it. Then began to walk up and doun the room, 
rx-dii" a vciv- here and tlicrc in lus sonorous rohhig (ones. 

' ‘ Had slulf. Wild, glad, mad, as the case maybe, let 

I love it. ’ , .1 

And without a request of mine he renc, on and on f 

T liad lon-icd to hca.r him read. “The 'J’rmmph of Time. 
Not every verso. Perhaps he had reason for that. Hut I 
made no sound or movement for fear he should cense reading 
it at all. Twice over he read those sad icgrclfid-lines be¬ 
ginning : 


t It is not much that a man can save 
On the sands of Life, in the straits of Time. 

And again came that word of memoo* v.hicb to-night was 
desfmed to haunt us. , 


A broken blossom : <a mined rhyme. 

He sat down again. “ I tliink I should not have ollcrcd 
to read witli .you, Rosalcen. It was one of my impulses. 
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Bom of remorse for a trick played upon your responsible 
guardian. But you see how erratio 1 am. . . . 'It in 
wi much that ainancansav€." ” He laughed suddenly. “ Well, 
that's true enough of better men than myself, tlmugh, in* 
deed, ho might be talkujg of an Irishman and a fool rJl 
the time! ” 


“ You saved me / ’’ I cried, finding tongue at last. “ J^avrd 
me from lonelmess, and heartache, and dreadful unhappi¬ 
ness. That is .something you have done.” 

“ It is a great deal to have done, if I did it. But yon aro 
tender-hearted, and like all your rcx exaggerate a kiiuhics.'j 
when you like the rendercr thereof. You were very young 
my child. Unhappiness was merely the cloud who^'silvor 
lining was bound to bre.ak i]\ hues of consolation. Also, 

I told you then, you were a Heaven-born lieU-ner, and 1 liad 
gromi weary waiting for one. Therefore, we were of mutual 
benefit to 03ie another. Here, child, hand mo over that 
grim Scots pliilosophcr once more. We wiU have auotiicr 
dip into the treasury of Tcufelsdroekh.” 

’‘I wish you would tell me exactly who was Teufcls* 
drbekh t ” I said. 

Ho Laughed. “That’s what the world has been asking 
ever since he burst upon it with the turcid force of his cre.rtor's 
Restrained verbosity. Was Carlyle xvTiting of himself in 
thin disguise of the editorial ‘We,’ or was Tcufelsdroekh the 
illuminating light winch flashed its criticism upon the •\"o 
and Its aspects ? ® ^ 


Ihcn for the best part of an hour, ho road, annotated, and 
Rrdizcd on t.ic utility of “ aprons,” as a conventional satire 
on the varied uses of clothes. I confes-s to extreme bcwildor- 
menRot unm.xed with an amused delight in the noveUv 

"" coiumonplaco subject in a philosophic j 
marmer. ^^c were st.ll hard at Chapter VI. when Aunt 
ihercsa.camo in* 

“Do you know what the time is ? ” she asked. 

in-S=vat?. " ‘'“’"8'“ “f “ytl'i-'g so 


Oh'rhevalirr°^'^?‘ ‘0 death! 

ft! ^ ^ minute, there’s some sandwiches and 

toigs eoming up for you. I shouldn't t’uink yo™d ohket 
to »me whisky and water after talking for over two ko.i" 
..or was tt reading ? \\ cU. no matter, one is as trying as tho 
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otiicr. I nearly sent for you to play cartls. The General 
M'.is licenly anxious that I should. But I managed to convey 
to liini that you were imparting serious instruction to Rosn- 
K'cn. 1 suppose j'ou Wv-re ? ’’ 

She picked up “Sartor Resartus.” ‘‘Good heavens! 

Ciulvlo ? Do vou mean to sav vou can understand him ? 
* * • • 

i thought no one did, except Gcrjiians.” 

Jiickey sliould have brought in the tray of refreshments, 
but it v.;ks 1‘olyphemla who <api>earcd in neat l)lack gomj, 
and si>otle.v? can and apron. Quite a presentable parlour- 
inai<l, though how .s!:c had done it was a pvizzle to me. Tho 
r.mhition to work up a step higiier on the ladder proclaimed 
il-'-if without c.xphvnation. 

She hovered about ?.s long as she possibly could, for .slicer 
joy of gazing at tlm Clieve.iier. She uould call liii)» *' Jlong- 
seer." hut slic wisely refrained from a pei'scmr.I address, 
jfer'manner was at once re.'pectful and dignified. So much 
so that Aunt Theresa commented on the improvement. “ I 
b. lieve tliere's something in that girl, after she said. 
‘■,^he seems so willing to be taugid. and so obliging. 

i le.ughed invobintaiily. So did the Chevalier. Uc did 

not cx])liiin why. 

I wrestled with Carlyle, and indulged in Swinburne only Qfl 
B reward for Die next two or three days. 

Xo word had come from F.anny; doanna had not yet niado 
np her mind ; ami the <loclor was going on relentlessly with 
hi.s preparations. Only two i mre days, ami he would bo 
leaving for London. Cn tho 28th Aunt Joanna look to her 
bed 1 conld not gather the natui-c of her illness, but of its 
cause she left no doubt. Sho was sufTeiing from tho 
‘ b'utalify ami hearllcssness of tho tyrant whose wife sho 
had tlic mi.'^fortunc to be!” Her death would Itc at his 
door. She had told him so, and he had only laughed. Mean- 
^G.ile- he packed a cabin trunk (the heavy luggage had been 
de-spatclied), arranged his consulting-room for hi.s successor, 
and set hi.s hoii.se in order ” as far as lay in hi.s power. 1 
beg.ni to feci seriously uneasy. Should 1 speak, or should 1 
bold my peace ? If I had only dared ai-k tlio Chevalier? 
But I elidu't like to give away family afTaira. 

The evening of our second literary caiwn'e was at hand. 
I had not seen him since the lirst. I was licrplcied and 
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-troubled over tTO subjects. Tint of my Grey Lr-cly, and tliat 
of Aunt Fanny. Between them Toufcbdrbrlvli fared ill, for 
it was bard to keep niy mind lixed on pliilosophy of ench a 
solid nat'ire, while drawn hither and Ihitlier by nndcTcnrrcnts 
of purely personal intci'csls. But when I saw Aujit Joaima 
in bod ag.ain, and looldng really as ill and wretched os she 
described hciself, my indecision became unbear.ibic. 

Timidly enough I broached the subject of her clnnging her 
mind about tlie Australian project; hinting (imt we migljt all 
go; that rbo would not bo alone at the tender mercies of 
hor “ tyrant,” as she chose to call him. But she would hear 
nothing. Obstuiatc as only a woman c.an be when she is 
obstinate, she maintained that Iicr coiscnt having never 
been asked to tbo project sho was iwifeclly right” in her 
attitude ot opposition. 

“ But,” I suggested, " supposing Dr. Slerivale doesn't come 
back ? Are you going to stay on here ? Ho told you tho 
surgery and lower part of the house have been taken by thia 
new doctor. It Eccins so—so-” Words failed me. 

She burst out impcluoiwly. “So fndecenf/ So blae!;- 
pardly! So it is ! A vile trick pl.ayed on jno to force mv 
hand! But I shall find means to bo even with liim ! You'il 

41 /\^ ^ ^ 


, r unnecessary,” I blurted out. “ I can't 

thmking so, Aunt Joaima* If it was anyone else aiul 
you were criticizing their behaviour, what would you say ? ” 
It couldn t be anyone else, because no one else I've ever 
hc.ara of has such a vile husband! For veal's ho li.as dono 
nothing but irritate and oppose me in every possible way, 

i^he lay back on her pillows. 

Tell Theresa 111 expect her this oroni'nc. I don’t ret 
any cjccent food sent up to me if she isn't hero'. There's only 
Norah, and a chanvomaii. He's sent off all the servants. I 

♦Jivn become cf me. Truly, I don't.” 

IVjU him you’ll come out to AustraUa in six months’ Umo, 
and everything will be all risht'.” 

“ Rosaleen——” 

But I closed the door, and wont borne, 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 


IN wmcu THERE IS FOU.V AND rJilf-OSOmY. 

I CVVE the raessr.go, and Aunt Tltcrcsa said slie would go 
voiHid after diuner. 1 could see she was as much worried 
over affairs as Aunt Joanna herself. 

•• And still no word from Fanny,” slic added. I am 
"oiu'r to send a tolegiam to-morrow, if no letter como.s.” 

- I wish you would,” I said impetuously. ‘‘I mean—I 
think it 'would he as well to know if she was thoic. 

What's confusing you, Rosalcen ? Vou re blushing as if 

vou wore hiding seme guilty secret. 

Now was my opportunity. Should I taiCO it - X*-', 
mure I tcinporb.ed. “ I only thought tiial if the C hcTOher 
hm! seen her iu the London tram that day, we should know 

for ceilaiii.'’ .. p •, 

llicrc wa'! no need for her to make a my.tery of it. (.ocd- 
ness blows shes a free agent! II she waiitod to go to London 
wind was to prevent her ? Certainly not 1, or clse.^ 

‘•Exactly. Thats what makes it seem so-so strange. 
She said she was only going to Monmoutbliiro. ’ 

•• This is your reading night, isa t it ? 

‘‘ Vc'.' I .‘aid. . , . . ^ 

Wtil, you might ask the Chevalier again- about sceuig 

• But, dear, I've done that. He is quite sure. 

Xow, llos.ilccn, what is it you Inow ? 

Af’ain the ticachcrous colour betrayed me. I don t 
hiM-l only fear that there is soinc-soinc-sort of uudei- 

standing between her and Dr. Meuvalc. _ ,, 

“ Jasper! What on earth are you sayii^, chJd . 

She sS down, and stared at me with wide-open eyes. I 
liad plunged in too far to retreat. Besides, there was an 
indescribable relief in getting rid ofihis secret burdcD. &o 
briefly I told her what I bad overheard that mght of my 

She listened silently to the end of the brief rec tal. 

“ Why have you kept tliis to yourself? she dman<]cd. 
<< j_j hardly know. At first I thought I might iiavo 
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rlrcamt it. He was not tbcro wbcii I lit tiie gai. Ouiy 
Fanny.’’ 

'■ He could easily have gone out and closed the door too 
quietly for you to hear. It looks very ttrango ; very. And 
1 daren’t tell Joanna.” 

” Do you think she would go to Sydney tlion ? ” I asked. 

Aunt Theresa sprang out of the chair. “Why, what an 
idea! It might have that effect. She would do anything 
to spite Fanny. If Joanna thought that {>ht was going out^ 
nothing would keep her at home. Do you know, Rosulecjt, • 
you’ve accidentally hit upon the very key to the situation, 
if we can only work it.” 

Ah ij! I said thoiightjully. “ You c.an neve r .answer 
forwhat Aunt Joanna will do. She might turn on the doctor 
J'.nd accuse liim of all sorts of awful tilings, althoiigh she told 
me she was quite safe with reg.wd to I'aimy, fur it’s illegal 
for .a m.an to mrary his wife’s .si.ster.” 

” In this country, yes; not in the Colonies. ’ 

'• Good heavens! Is that the reason she_” 

‘ We must fmd out. Of course, it looks very l.>ad. His 
neglect of his wife ; liLs indifference to her health ; and iniltinu 
the ocean between them too! ” * * 


- tVH-V^ I sai.l. 

Ihe Chevalier not only saw Famiy in the London tr.iin he 

saw Dr. Mcrivalo on the platform saying good-bvc (o her 

Am i VC seen them many timcs in the quiet parts of \’ictoria 
1. urk* 


Her f.acc looked graver. “ I wonder wliat I oirdit to do 
It s a \-cry awkward position. I don't uant to\ulca tho 
breach between Joanna and her husband.” 

‘‘W’ouldit beany use to speak tolum?”Isimfrested. “If 

he knew that you suspected something he mightget alarmed, 

suppose it is what Fanny caUs 

coquetry, and vanity,” said Aunt 
Theresa t^gnly. But at least she might have spared her 

nr“ **^*'*m experience. She did harm enough about 
To repeat her misdeeds with J^nna^a 
h^band IS nothing short of infamous. I am sorry to sav 
s^h thmgs before you. Rosalecn. A young girl^u^tn’fc 

helped. found out more than I ever suspected.- And 
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it woiUhi’t he po;.sil;le to Icecp you in llic daik if tliijigs came 
to a clijn.’.::/’ 

“ A climax ? ' I ccl'ocd in alairn. 

“ Ves, don't yon sec—but llicrc, I d rather not pursue tlw 
subj'.ct. i ;v-is!) it were possi!)!e to find out where Fanny 
really ie.. I’d «'o and .‘■•cc licr, and shame her into giving up 
thiT inf '-mous project^’ 

••eend that tel'gram I said. “Eoidt wait till to* 

luonovA HI go lound to the Post Oflicc.” 

■■ Would you '! ” sprang to her foot. "I wonder if 
it s loo late ? Pr.t even then tlioy'd despatch it first thing 
in tiie morning. 1 should get aa answer by twelve o’clock. 
It's our 1.5_t fliiuo'.'' 

'■ Wliat will you do if you find she's not witli the?c people ? ” 

‘•i'll go up to London. I know (he hotel whoi'e she Ista 
always stayed. I'm almost sure she’d bo there. Id not 
leave her till Jasinr iMerivale was safely off.” 

“Fanny’s very clever, aud very determined,” I said. 

“ Aa. if i don’t know that! ” She was hastily writing out 
a tclceram, r.:id I went .away to get my hat. I went to tho 
Clcncrrl Poit O.dice, .and found th.at the message could he 
sent oil at once. There nr.s hope, therefore, tlmt an answer 
inigi.t come to-nig!-t, tho reply was proixvid. Of courec, 
it dciyiidtil on the local delivery the other side. Our office 
would send up to eight o’clock. I w.as just leaving when 
J)r. Mcriv.ilc entered hurric-clJy. He dal not seem to see nio. 
ife asked for a tclcgraplr foriii, and took it .and WTote busily 
lor a few iuhnitcs. I wondered if his mc«;agc was concerned 
with mine, hut I did not care to h.avc his company home, 

and so hurried off. , i,, .1 

Aunt Theresa was waiting anxiously. 1 told her there WuS 

a chance we might hc.ar to-nigitt. ^ 

•• I've had another message from .Joann.a, she eaui. i-io 
cook came round with it. Sire wants me to go to her at once. 
I do hope. Rosalcen, I’ll be able to beep a silcut tongric about 
all this. It wouldn’t do to alarm her unucccssaiily. 

She went off. and I stayed there wondenns over uU the 
mysteries that had suddenly envcloi>cd my hfc. 

That wag destiued to be .an eventful evening. 

Aunt Theresa returned just in time for dinner, ami tbo 
telogiam came just a-s dinner wivs over. She opened it m 
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tho IkiII, wlislc tho otliers passod on upsiait-s. J (urnad 
towards tho i)arlour to £cc if the gas had U-on lit. Slio 
foMowed me quickly. 

“ Roialocn, gho’s not there ! She’s never Ixen there ! ” 
^^c stood in the little familiar room and lo(»l;cd at each 
other. I had almost exi^'ctwl .such a nplv. Xo.v tliat it 
had jvally come I was at a Icsss what to sa^'. 

•• \\ hat will yon do ? ” I faltered. 

'• I mnst go to Ix)ndon,” she said decidedly. “ Ml go to¬ 
morrow by the first train and return in time for dinner. ’ 

“ And if Joanna cxpcels you ? " 

) o” to make some excuse, Rordecn. I mn.st 

tinni: of one. 

“ Supiwse Fanny i.s not at (hat h.ol-1 ? - I said. “ You'll 
javc. yom joi.moy tor nolhing. Why ,u,l v;lrc la ll:o omnogcr 
iiist* unci a.sk if slio is st•'lying there ? 

" of yon, cinld" It would he best. If I pro- 

^ ^ ^‘"'0 to catch an early train. " 

.1 ',ou can t send it till the morn .,g. c.an you *' ” 

Xo. I forgot. It's eight o'clock. And 1 don't want tho 

servants to know either.” ® 

I could go to the Post Office befere bmakfa.st.” I sahl 
1 ( tlierc as soon as it oiK?ns. If you prepay vour 
50 U 11 hear in tunc to catch the eleven o'clock train.” ^ ^ 
A ring at the door startled us. 

^•‘ovalier,” she sa-'d. “Of cour.se it’s 

eight o clock. Oh, dear, I wish he could help us ! 1 do so 

hate travelling, and 1 am so nervous i« London.” 

the her words. Polypliemia ha.l not opened 

the door to him on this occasion. Mv fint cuance at liU 

lunnncr ™ nerroua and hurried in his 

“ Miss Ij, Suir-Rosalccn-IVe eonie to apologize r„ 
ohh^d to ™n up to town on business of importance I may 

•» our 

;; Anylliing, if ifs i„ my 

«“ »■; sri.:,rsh“cs,r” 
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rtr.vir- there. Then T want yon to telegraph to ^ just 
t.Wing ' yes ’ or ' no, as the c::^e may be. jMay I tiouble 

you to uo tUis ? ’ 

'■ exi'pt that if she is staying there I shah come up 
b- eleven o clock liaiu, if I get your telc^am m time. 

1 !! exe you tio that. Lo you WJ^h me to mtemeift jour 

•• n!? ^-0 /oil's account; I aon't wish lier to hear of 

inv arriv il until I ao arrive. t i.^nr. tlirrc's no 

■■ I i-ronise io execute your comrar.nc... I tl.orc 
■ S W ' I ca.-l im^giuc where cho 

.0 me. •• rm eorry about Carlyle.” he 
V,:i^" VC alr.r'r;paro,”saia Aunt Theresa. 

coinci iinig to tell Iwr. p ^ ^ “ Why, 

■— 

"'^ii;o:::2':h='Srr;™:.'hnhrow down lus hat on .ho 

have a message for you.” 

“ Mot from-- ’ ^ „ 

iincommuiiicatuc.^ But ^ wonted her 

rv.-.s an o>« '™«;‘ f j to do that. I wrote eomo 

to Uihc up in> card. g waited for the answer m Iho 

words in French upon it. I woitcu 

old schoolroom.” „ 

“ \A as there an—answer ? . 
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He tf>ol; a caul out of Iiis breast poclicl and lianded it to 
we. Below liis own name was viTilten, ‘’He of the \'ow, 
and the Violets, awaits you now, as always. ” 

Viulemcath, ii\ the Gnc small writiug 1 knew so v.’ell, wr^a 
I'nis reply: 

“ TItf vSotds are dead. lie is ahsohed froin the ToK'. 
in th’S life, shall %ce meet agaiu." 

‘‘ L was right then. She is Odjdle C.niticr ? ” 

“Vou wore right, Rosalecn. She «'j 5—Oclyllc Canlier. • 
But tlic gate did not open. It w.as only ajar; and now it 
has closed for ever. Is a woman's ‘ for ever ’ llnal ? . . . 

1 Wonder?” 

“ Ah—it wust hftvc hurt her to cav lint. But, if you had 
met-” 


I shuddered involuntayly. T remenihcrod the shook .and 
I' rror of that night when I had seen a terriL-le face loolJn" 
out at mo tlwongli an open door.. * 

‘’.She jmist wonder how you discovered lirr," I said. “ I 
can't undoi-stund she went away from hero. A message 
w.w as easily conveyed, as easily answered as in t he I'm Ih7na.'' 

”Shc dul not think I should discover her. Indeed, wo 
n''ver would have di.-covercd her hut for Polypheinia.'' 

He ro-e, and I handed him hack the card. But, aio 
you going to London to-night ? ” 

“ 1 cannot tell you //ia//Rosalcen.” 

A .sudden passionate exclamation osoamd lue. “ Oh ' you 
are nnpossihlc ! ” X cried. “ One day you say vou have done 
uitli wandermg. you settle upon a comae of action, you put 
luy muid at rest. Tlje next-yon throw everything to tho 
winds^, and are off to tho ends of the world'. ” 

*• Not quite so far tliis time,” ho said, rvilli a faint smile. 

'I'at enough,” I muttered discoutcutedK*. ‘‘And for 
bow long ? ” ./ • 

No longer than I can help. Meanwliile vou can read 
L.anyle. He is a liberal education.” 

I can t understand him—without you,” I added. 

He was silent (or a moment, looking down on the shabby 
old^ Tolumc; his face very grave. 

happiness. Toot 

Carlyle. Uis bfo was a lesson in the everlasting No. . . . 

m any phase of circumstance is Freedom conceivable ! *' 
The clock struck the half-hour. He started. 
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“ I riMst po, Ros;ileen. Forgive me—if you cnn. Wkat 
CC. 7 ! you expect Iroiu u Fool Erioiit, but—eirantry.” 

lie went. I sat on alone in a mood of misery, irritation, 
niul iinpatior.oc. Time ‘.eemed no reason for his departure 
now that liis Quest he.d emkd. That message was final, 
surely. Of course, I had knoaT\ by experience that one 
coulii never count on a iklinilc plan of action as far as he 
was concerr.cd. But why on ca.ilh had he suggested a course 
of literature, and brolcon it np-aftcr one lesson ? 

1 fi U as if 1 hatod Carlyle; as if I never unshed to rend 
nnotlur lino of his prof-.-'nd absurcblies. And then, the 
next moment I had sci/', d the book and w.m searching through 
ciiapler and ])apc for char.r'-lcriitics so keenly reniiiusccnt of 
the Fool Krrant, that he migiit have been founded on Iho 
Foci Pliilo’oplicr! Tiiere was a pleasing viciousness in tlufl 
rc:A\rTc!i v.hioh hurt and yet am-iaed me. I set tlown iLc 
charoct'one ag^vnst the other, »vucl wben 1 \ii\u Cilcu 
two pages of Ms:e. I wrote at the end: ^ 

T>vo flori <hlc n>ul ),w t Tmiruj Ttipcs of 
Tiio satjsfe/-*ion I felt after [ had dene this almoit atoned 
f n- a wasted evening, and th't loss of that beloved com- 
jianioiisbip to which I bad looked forward for three bmn.c 

'■ if this roil of thing is to po on,'' I said savagely, I 
would ratiior go out to Australia with Joanna I ” 

Fpen llic words cnt^crcd Aunt Theresa- 
“ l \2 h is pone then ? It seems providcr.tied lus bong m 

I,oii.lon 10 n;orrow. I m ™ upxt to-ragl.t, ^ 

1 rail spltio to notliing. I rcvokicl l«cc, anri Uio Cuicral 
■r„t SO cross that I cjciiscil ir.ysclf by a licodache .auc came 
dmvn licre. Ob, cliil.l, I n. getting so Orel cl a I his^ The 

koepins np ap,.carancc3, ll.= l...b..S of fannly ^ 

loittbi.; np .Vitl. tantruniB and whies of boaialcr.-, a”! th .1 
!n- siskrsh.for whom I've slaved and worked to keep a borne 
and rnarrv tile... dccently-tbey torn o..t ncthmg bn a fnrtta 

voiiv' I'm gottin,g too old to pnt np with t. Ob, I know 

1 don't look it, but a woman's feclinp sUuid or 
her looks. If I don't get any fresh boarders f"' 

60i‘^on I 

it would be wiser to give up this place, bell everything. 


r 

r 
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furniture, plate, jewellery, and put my caiiilal together and 
go out to the Coloniea. t»f course, I'd nerei- come back. I 
couldn't expect it. One doesn't close the door twice at my 

time of life. But still-” 

Fanny came back,” I intomiptod. 

“ Yes. But then she’s younc, and it wa'^n’t a case of up« 
rooting for her os it would be for me. Candidly, Kosalecii, 
what do you think ? I liavo faith in your judgment, young 
as you arc. Wouldn't you like a change of life, bocuc, sur- 
raundin.gs ? And if Joanna niadcs up her mind to go out 
to Sydney, shall we go uith her ? ” 

A fow iDoments before, this was just n li.at I had declared 
I should prefer doing. Yet now that it was possible, I 
tcmpoiirxid. 

*• I am VC 17 fond of Bath,” I said feebly. 

So am I, in a way. Bub one must th.irik of tlic responsi- 
bllitics of life as well as its sentiments. I'm not one to make 
luouutains out of molehills, but what with a decreasing in* 
come and looses by investments, not to mention Joanna and 
her helplessness, it really seems as if tha best thing I could 

do would be to join forces with her, and go out to a new land 
and a new life.” 

*' You think it xclU end in Joanna going out ? ” 

‘ She must.” 


^ She certainly will if you do.” 

“I think so. I am going to have a serious talk with J.asncr 
Ho must made to that responsibilities are not 
bghtly saelved. I shaU hmt pretty strongly that any scandal 

iX"arftr;T y " prof 

i:?r 1 • “ 60 mg out to a now country doesn’t 

“ going out ? ” I said 
But, Ob, ly iorl/ ,ny 
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IN W.MICU I FACE A TBAGLDt. 

A RESTI.F 3 S isght w.s followed l.y An nrsioiis morning. Annt 
Th'^rcFa looked p-aIc and as if ske had not slept much. Ue 
could Udlc of little dee but that cspectcd telegram. 

It came before ten o'cledc. 

'■Sol here. I Kail inslrudhns.'' 

Xot tlicie . T 1 'f “ TVii-if 

\unt Thcre-a V.andcd me the message. I read it. bat 
Fha.il you do ? You might go tramping half over Loncou 

l"mr^go die said cUstractcdly. " There's one thing 
I could do.^ Enquire at the steamship ofr.ces for the pajs- 
cn^er lid. At Icrait I'd know if she was on the same vc.-sd. 

'•huPfO'C we are only worrying ourselves ! 

P.ipposc^dio has gone to I.ondou for some-qmte ufic.cnt 

‘‘’Vou forget Tihat you overheard, Rosalccn.’* 

’ oTf'lf'onl'' Aunt Joanna hadn't been so foolhhI 
cxclai'ncd. “Then the coiJd have gone up to torn, u/th 

^ Ifa .00 >a.e no. to suggest it. Bosidoe, 
slic's not well enough for a journey. 

r m\rif'of '"4 "Xy f 

the clcvcn bftccn. t,.!] Mickev to fetch a fly, 

;o‘l^;‘drl'h.ra'long wbcnh ked her .hat time she 
be rotuniins* ^ . n 

round ? ” 
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“ You must saj I'm not well. If tslic l^uew I J gone up to 
London she'd be frantic with curiosity. ’ 

Wc drew up at the station with barely three minutes to 
get a ticket and seat. I waited till the green flag waved and 
fell, and tho train drew its slow length away and out into 
the open sp-ace beyond the platform. Then 1 turned home* 
\vard«^ feeling very depressed and wretched. 

I went up to my room and took off my hat, .and then sat 
by the window looking out at the garden Tlic Dodger was 
rolling on the grass and barking wildly at a neiglibour's oat 
whose contempt for him was only equalled by his frenzied 
notke of her. I called to him on the chance of the door 
loing open, and he dashed in, and in a few moment.s was 
tcratehing for o.dinis.sion. 

IVc had a brief conversation during which I tried to oonvey 
that impiulenoc was thromr away on diguily. He tried to 
persuade mo to coiuo out for some necessary exercise. I 
explained that he must wait till the afternoon. Even then 
I wondered if a duty visit to Aunt Joanna would be surticieut. 
At all events he would be an excuse for my getting away. 

il.rving satisfied him on these matters, I let him ]uirsuo 
Imaginary rats or mice along the wainscot, a favourite pastime 
of his, easily cucouraged by any scratching at the wall or 
cupboard door. To-day ho plunged into the game with un¬ 
wonted ardour, refusing to leave the cupboard, and scratch¬ 
ing and whining so pci-sistently that at last I ojrcncd it to 
convince him it harboured no vermin of any sort. 

The cupboard was built into a recess of the wall by tho 
chimney-picce. It had three shelves, on which stood a mis¬ 
cellaneous collection of articles stowed away in m3’ rare fits 
of tidiness. The Dodger dashed at the bottom shelf, raised 
himself on liis hind-legs, and betrayed intense excitomont. 

“ What in the world do 5 ’ou see there ? ” I asked, coming 
up and glancing along tho shelf. As I did so, 1 noticed a 
brown-paper parcel thrust away into tho far corneT. 

* How long it had lain there, unremembered, waiting that 
direction for its despatch which had never come. I drew it 
out, and the faint, peculiar perfumo brought back a vivid 
memory of tho writer. As I held it in my hand the little 
dog’s excitement increased. I knew what he had scented m 
the cupboard. Ho had been fond of iltwlame Odyllc, and had 
missed her so much at first. 
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I put t!ie pi’.rccl ciovni on the bed, e.nd once a^ain examined 
tUo label. " I wonder why she did not scud it ? ’ I thought. 

“ I wonder wliy s!io has left it with me all this time ? ” 

A sudden thought c.ainc into my head. At first I put it 
aside. Then I argued whether I should yield to its sugges- 
t'ou or not. H're was a good excuse. I had learnt her 
address. I was puzzled what to do with the parcel. Was it 
not only natuiul th -.t I should seek to learn her wishes ? 

*■ Tiiis ailcriioon, ’ I told myself. “'After I leave Aunt 
Joamia's. I m tua- she'll see me, m spite of that letter. ’ 

\ui't Joannas house had an api>ca:aaoe of funereal gloom 
and silence. Ti:c Irish cook told me that her mistress ^Ya3 
still in bed. Also that “ the nnsti.er was gonc.^’ 

Gone—not left for London ? He was not to go till to* 

* ^ * > 

“ He's gone, anyway. An* the poor sowl upstairs is in a 

moat t.aldn’, an' no wonder.” , . n 

I could hardly believe my ears. I r.an upstairs, the Ultlo 

do" at my heels, and Unockeil at Aimt Joanna s door. Aa 
tiiere was no answer, I turned the handlo softly end went in. 
T’hc blinds were drawn, and the room wiv«< in semi-ciarkncsp. 
T huslud the dog and stole on tiptoe to the side of the bed. 

] saur the outline of her figure. Her face w.as turned away 
from me to the wall. I beard her breathing deeply and 
evenly, bhe wins as'cep. 

I so astonished that I stepped back and g.zzcd at her 
only Li.If convinced I waj right. But slie g.-ivc no eigu of 
hcarir." or being conscious of my presence m the room. 
^ 1 shep. 1 bad cxiiectcd tears, hysterics, protestations, but 
to'be a deep and profoundly indifferent to personal grief, ci 
srlvanco more thaa a s«apris.. For severa 
momcuts'l itood there woiideriag whether to go away and 
rdurn later, or remaiu hero on the chance of her walung 
As my ms pew accustomed to the gloom I saw on tho tab o 

bv ICT bed a square, wlnto enveloF- } ''» ="> .1 . 

cioscly: it bore her name in the largo ho.d haad\nilin„ 

® pfr^totadmtent grew apace. Had she been 

ho'wt, and w.as thU letter Ins f.arewcll ? Jt 

of frettin" and worrying had really exhausted _ 

1 . 1,1 uatiu"c had avenged itself by bestowing unconsciousne. 
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at the ci'lical moment, when a scene of some cort would iir.ro 
boon mcTitablo. Or was the sleeji—natural V 

I listened w’th a new r.pprehons'on. I thought of dnics, 
ard .sleeping diauglit.s. and other niy;;te!ies of the fhar.r.a- 
ivipr/fl irady to hand in a doctor’s house. 1 ;¥idic(l 1 could 
see her fuee, but that v/iKi impossible. Tlicn another terror 
rushed my mind. How often she ha<l llue.''tene(l to kill 
Ii.-vsclf, to put an end to on existence so misciiiblc 1 Could 
fclse have taken—poison ! 

'i’lie i'lea sent me fiyin" to the window. I divw up the 
Mind, and then rolumed to tlie bed. I 1 -int o\er imd tried 
to sec her face, but it w;iS pressed too for into the pillow.s. 
Aeain I listened to tlic breathing, w-mduing if it was cpiite 
n.atural. There was a curious ftort<>rou.s sound eJiout it 
wdun I drew' the bedclothes down from her fare. 

I could stand it no longer. 1 rang the bell furioiuly, and 
in a moment or two Norah r.ishcd n|X5taif.^. 

“Do listen!" I cried. “Isn't there sometliing itungo 
about this sleep ? Do people breathe like that" 

»Sho bent over the bed, and listened. 

“ It does .sound cjue.ve. An’ why in the lirin' ^mrrKl would 
she be slopin’ this time o’ dav ? Shall I try to waken her, 
inisst" 

“ Do," I cried ; and .she spoke, and shook tlie arm nearest 
her, bub without cficct. As well liy to w;d<e a log. 

“It's a puzzle," she muttered. “Would she bo tnkin’ 
anything, I wonder; medicines ? There he some .as mako 
one slapo for hours. An’ she tould me this inornia’ slio was 
wore out intirely. Whin I brougl’.t her breaUa.st up it w'as. 
She asked for a drop av brandy and some .sody-water, instead 
av lay. I gave it to her. I haven’t seen her since." 

it was now half-past two. 

We gazed and speculated as to what was best to he done. 
I eras for sending for Dr. Ow'cn, but Xorah opposed it. 

“ If ’tis a slapin’ draught she's had, she’s bound to waken 
in lime, au’sure, no barm could come to her now. it's badly 
she needs some sort av rest." 

“ Docs she take sleeping draughts ? " I asked. 

“ Times she does, miss. I've seen her very heavy like this 
in the momin’s, an’ she's said ’twas becausc av that.” 

“ Well, wo will wait for an hour," I said. “ If she doesn’t 
Wake, I will send for Dr. Owen." 


A GREY LIFE. 



“ VuiO". .-liic I c Suir? CouJdn't she come round and 
have a lo 'k at her ? She's more kno'.vlcdgeable than ycu. 
Miss KoyaLin." 

Tiic quo.‘t!cn Ava*; di.=eonoer ing. It seemsd an ill fate tliafc 
to-d.iA- <'f ai! days Aunt Theresa eliould be a^way, and likely to 
be so iill ’< i liai'.' U n u’clock nl Responsibility sat heavy 
on nr • you;i;; sl.orUkrs. To tel! Xorah avcukl mean that Aunt 
uoi:!d know, if she awoLe. And she must not linow. 

1 cli;-nh.".d >iorah to her work, and then occupied myself 
witii l;<!ymg the usually untidy room. It war' somctiiii'? to 
do at all CA eid.s, and the sK cpcr was sleeping too heavily to 
bo .V.-. d by my quiet movements. The Eodger rheved 
mr' bv Iving down on the rug. Ilis intelligent eye'! v.atelicd 
mo fiuai lime to tlnic. Once or twice he raised bis head and 
gave nlk-rancc to an I’lrary wliine and I had to quiet Inm. 
:\h'\ at='! ill? tiorper slioucd no sign of WfdJng. though tbo 
olocl: jioir.ted to half-pa:-t thrc-c. 

•“ I will v.-ail ai;othcr lialf-hour," I thought, as 1 stood by 
the bed end i-tciied. There was no movement, no change 
nf po itlosi. Tut- was it only my fancy that the breathing 
Jiad cL uu td to a deep-r note ? There seemed effort in it as 
if the lunvs v.xre I.-.bouring over their task, instead of being 
uncoiveic'js that tlicre was a task to be fulfilled. And as I 
fctoa.l and ll.^femd liic little dog crept to my feet, and gave 
a lov.-. phdntivc bowk 

1 took him out of the room, and rau doAnistairs and called 

•‘I Ihiiik yon must go for Dr. Owen. I said. Lcr 
breatliing to strange. I don't like it.” 

Siio ran olr at once, ju:,t as she was, and I waded in Ao 
d!nin-;-n>om, feeling dreadfully iinca.y. I had little 
exiicnence of ilines.’, and we had been so usca to loolong 
upon Aunt Joanna as a nMe imaginairc that avc I’ad nev(i 
Horded h. r symi-louLS seriously. I glanced round Jic diirft., 
u wri oi'dcrly and neat. No sigi^ of the doctoy -s 

par.aphern dm of books, tobaoco. pipes. 

in the window held a handsome inkstand, and a leather 

Idottiim-booln I opened it absently. There wa-s fresh pa^* 
hi it but on the clean page lay the imprint of lus large, b e 
wri'inc A square impress that remmded mo of that lette 
u;;;X- Had ho written it here, -d tljcn aken it up to 
her ? if hud been a-sleop when he left. 



A GREY LIFE. 


233 


I dosed the booh and stood looking out of the window for 
K’orali’s return. I saw her soon, and almost on her heels 
was Dr. Owen. I went to the front door and let him in. 

He seemed surprised to see me. Terhaps he expected Vujit 
Tlieresa. 

I told him of tliat long sleep, and the curions breathirw. 
He was a placid, cldeily gentleman of great repute in the 
tomi. He listened with smiting benevolence. 

“ as if the dear lady had taken a sleeping 

clranglu, he said. “Nothing to be alarmed at. I havo 
presented them for her mysc-lf. A highly nen-ons. irn- 
prcssionaWe patient. \es. But perliaps I'bad better sec 

as VS d upUira. The room wa. partially darkened, 

as 1 h..d closed the Venetians again. Tlie svect spring aw 
stole m through the open window, and softly Btirred^the 

hi fom-posUr bed lay 

Imt motionless tigurc. I had smoothed the Ihito covorlcf 

but the face was still tunied away. Only the h-ck of the 

"^“7' luir showed against the indented pillow. 

he rli? f M listened. ^ Then 

be divw doNm the bed-clothes, and lifted one arm. Ho ft-U 

Good heavens! ” 

dropped the .r,„. It IcU with a .oft thud ou the cover- 

hou« t‘l-cro ice h. the 
There is not,” said Norah. 

-»i«i f. ~.i.x i™ 
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strained. The doctor stooped orcr her and opened one 
heavy eyelid. Then lie .«tepi>ed back, and looked at me. 
Where’s Dr. Merivalc ? ” 

‘‘ He has gone up to London,” I said. 

To London! I thought he wasn’t leaving till to morrow?’ 
‘‘ He left to-day.’ 

Have yon any idea whether Mrs. Merivalc too’/C a sleeping 
draug^it lost night ? ” 

I shool: my head. He questioned Xorah. She was equally 
ignorant. 

■■ I don't like this,” he said abruptly. “ I must have 
.another opinion. Is tlicre .anyone I could send for Dr. 
Xeaves ? Ho lives at the other end of Great Pulieiicy 
Street.” 

■■ There's no one in tlie house but me,” said Xonh. " The 
woman who comes to help didn't come to-day at all. But 
unre. sir, Ml run like the wind an’ fetch him, av yc says so.” 

Norali ran off. Dr. Owen's placid, rosy face looked 
abiionnally grave. I began to feel alarmed. 

‘‘It’s so unfortunate,” I said, “tJiat my aunt, Miss I.o 
Suir. Ii-ad to go to Lond<m to-day, on hiidncss. She may 
not !>c bark till late to night.” 

’ lAfost unfortiinatc,” ho said. 

‘ Is it-is slic dangeroiusly ill ? ” I faltered. 

‘■S)ic'.s poi^oncil,” he said briefly.^ ‘’With inorphm. 
U’i,ether slie took it heroclf, or whether it was given to her, 

I can't .'■av.'’ , . 

A deadly si( kncs.«! crept over me. Ho put me into .a rhaif 

by the window, and gave me the tmelling-salts he had been 

'■ There, sit-still. Don't g^ve way. I ni sorry I fiigMcnr 
voii. I'ec done everything I can, but it s hopeless. 1 uisU 

'’'Sodirr HsSmed r.n irony of circnni-tnnoe.s ^ 

of all days Aunt Tlicrcaa should bo beyond our reach, lo 

insect bite. 
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I don't know what made roe draw the doctor’s atlent:on 
to it. His eyes examined it for a moment. Then Lc took 
the arm and rolled back the sleeve of her nightdress. The 
skin bore no other mark. Ho-laid down the aim, and I went 
on wHh my useless efforts. 

The breath came now in deeper gasps; at longer intervals. 
There was a strange pinched look about the nostrils. There 
came a twitch or flicker of the eyelids, and mv Eclf-command 
gave way. 

Oh! its not her / Its not Aunt Joanna,” I ecreamed, 
end I diopjied the leaden arm and elacgercd to the door. 

From outside there was a faint ccratchiiig noise, and then 
0 prolonged howl. 

^ But I was right. It was not Aunt Joanna who lay lliere 
m that great bed. Only samihing that had meant her and 
her gi'ieyances, and her queer yet kindly wny.^, for all tho 
years I bad known her. 

That would never mean them agoim 


CHAriER XXXIII. 

IN' WHICH I TRIAD THE BORDERLAND OF JIYSTZSr. 

Jr WAS i;^Jioiiihuoii3 lo brcuk dov.*!!, but it ivas not incACiia- 

1 oaU- know that a revelation of dcatli so unexpected ajul 
so liMj'ic had sapjjcd my reserve force of self-control. I only 
Tciuvnibrr sitting there on the top of the stairs with tlic dog 
in. itiv arms, and the tears running douii my cheek.", and 
lA in-i found thus by Xorah and the second doctor when they 
arrived. The kind-heaitcd Iik-hwoiuan look me udo the 
adjy'iiing dresoing-room, and put me into a decp ou-sliioncd 
c ij lii-, and then left me. as wf^ the best and w-scst thing to do. 

I could hear sounds and noises from the beclroom. it 
sr'cmcd as if new cHoi'ts were being made. But the f-ciisc of 
ih^ir iiade.^siu'.-s was too surely mine for any revival of J'^pc. 

'• i’oor Aunt Joanna ! ” How often I h^d said ih.it liow 
diilcrenlly 1 said it now. Witli a sense of awe, a wonder as 
to whether .she said it ? Was yet in touch with limm.n 

iiitv, or human love ? , , 

‘ 51V lovr. reused, v.n.l I grew cvlnicr. It Ecdrcd a Imi 

lime I cforc I heard that bedroom door open, but at last iv 

did. Tlieu the two doctom came out. They stood a moment 

cm llie lamling. 1 heard them speaUng. 

I don’t think you should give a ccrUhcalc. It would not 

f •fin 

' -think of the f-lur. (lie scandal ? And he has alwa3-3 

b '.-'U so highly thought of. ’ _ 

I 'know. But tliis is a very mysleiious occurrcRCC. Ilia 

sudden departure, too! ’ r,r 

Then they went downstairs. I sat on, a frozen fee g 

he!ples.-ncss closing around me. Wliat new troubles 
befSu us ? And once again 1 thought of the >rony of Fa 
(hat li.ul left me alone at this most tragic -^ 

Aunt Tiicicsa nor tlie Chevalier at hand ; not a soul to uhom 

1 could .speak out my fears. mo 

A knock at the door and the cntr.micc of Xorah romed mo 

to energy, the had been crying. Her apron was still laid 
to lier eyes. 
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“ The saint’s pity on us! Wl»at's to be dono, Miss Rosa- 
lene ? ” 

“Is she— I faltered over tlio finalil}- of that dre-d 
tvorcl. 

“ She is, miss. May the IToly Mother have her in haj.ln’. 
Siae, lis a sad endin’, an’ a bad day for nil of its. Tbo 
maithcr gone, too. The doctors be sendin’ him a tilligrnm 
to the ship, an’ to the ofitccs. Maybe 'twill catcli him in 
time. A blessin’ I knew the names to give tliim, or maybe 
he d be off an’ sailin’ the wide ocean, nivor draiMtn tbat lil.j 
poor v.ifc was gone to Heaven this blesvcd day. ’ 

“ Did the doctors explain anything ? " I n.-ked. 

“ Sure, an’ they did, mls-s, in a soi t of a wav. Miradven- 
tiire, I think it wa.s. She'd h.ad a slapin' draught la.st night 
from Dr. Owen, an’ tliin slio's citl^cr took anotlier, or been 
give anollicr dose this mornin’. An' the two was one too 
many for her, miss, an’ she coulchi’t come rouml. Sure an’ 
It wr.3 a mercy yon was here, Mis.s Rosaloon, for I d not have 
gone up till she rang her bell an’ l!.o poor sowl would have 
blcpt hci-self to her grave. Sho would tliat.” 

1 eould not help thinking that such had been her fate f.>r 
a 11,e doctors cllorts kul not roused a sign of animation in 
Ib-vt still figure. And what s to be dono now ? ’ I said. 

Vor.h‘'‘‘‘ t’' to lay her out " said 

Aor..h. Icniblo it is to think of her goin’ off like that 

^‘'Yr ^ r''‘^ver by h-r dyin’ 

nor Holy \i ator nor nothin’. Sure an’‘tho w^iy of ye Prostc- 

0 to livo ^id, but no one could say hut llu\t she'd tlm 

rut.." • “““ 

all 

I rose and put down tlie Dodger. 

forgive ycl'^'Lt^wolJoa^r^ufr"''^ 

Ros^deen £>>•*•. Arc yo gom, Mi.sa 

‘ Yes,” I said. “ I can do nothing.’* 

to think it extraordinL that it ahoSS !nT“ " 

during tho one day v7oould not “get at An'n^xE^ 
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Witiiotit her we wore Lclplcss. And so we mii't remain till 
ten o'cloek to-night. 

rolyphemia came in to listen to the tragic story. SIio 
netiuJly showed some signs of sympathy. As for Mickey, he 
couldu't be got to believe it. 


*■ Miss Joanna dead ? . . . It was impossible.” 

Ho impos-sible that Biddy started oS at once to convineo 
herself of Die fact. 

\'ery wearily I went up to my room and took ofT ray hat. 
Then my eyes fell on that biowu-i'aper parcel 1 had placed 
on the che:^t of drawers. 

I.ike a flash all it me.ant, and all I had i)lanned to do eamo 
hack. I had said I was alone in the nhdst of tragedy, facing 
i\ nev: trouble. But now came tlic tboiiglit of sympathy I 
hid a'wivj’s met; tenderness that had never failed mo. And 
riidiing headlong through it all, was a meiiiory of what she 
had foretold. The dark cloud of sorrow, the ill-fortimc yet 
to fall, the ominous name of the man who had made Joannas 
life so iinhaj)[) 3 '. 

The evening v.ivs closing in. The sky wore a grey misty 
nspcct as of rain. A pink tinge over the hills spoke of sun¬ 
set. I hurried on. I reached the wcll-knonn house, and stood 
ft moment hesitating as to whether I should ring, or just 
turn tlic handle as of old and enter. If I demanded formal 
admission I might be refused. 1 could not lisk refusal. I 
fell 1 must see her. 

I tried the handle. It turned. I w.as In the narrow 
passage. It was very dnrk^ and ns I stood and listened I 
heard^a sound of singing from the kitchen. EvKlenlly Mrs. 
C) i)ris/;oll Wiu> there. Before I made auotlur movcmcml the 
little dog gave a faint wliinc as of recognition, and flew up the 
dark .<^tairea. e. I had never been upstair.', but T followed 
him, remembering Polvphcmia s directions as to the (Iror- 
iiirr-ioom door.” All w.xs dark on the landing as m the hal. 
f f ood two doors, end boldly lap|)e(l at Oiic before wluoh 
the Dodger had laid himself down. The hunt tones of that 
i^-membercd voice jusluid who was there. ^ 

Tijrowing all my heart knew of bcseechmcnt into nunc, l 

bc^jccl licr la let we in* 

Tlioio was a long pause. So long that I could Ijcar 
l)C<art beatiuir; feel the agony and (ni. pcnsc of slowly passing 
moment.?, 'i'licf a kev turned; the door onened; the old, 
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faint Gcents, and tlie oM shodoAvy gloom and the grey veiled 
figure were before me. I stepped into the sdence and tlie 
shadows, and caught her hands and kissed them with a passion 
of gladness that must have told her how I had missed lior, 
how glad I was to see her again. 

She sat down and I threw myself beside Lor and the little 
dog whined softly for notice. She stroked and petted him, 
wliile leaning my head against her Icnees I poured out my 
soul ^ of old. A talc of grief, loneliness, longing, and 
mingling with it a reproach for her unexplained desertion. 
Still sho never spoke. 

I rose to my feet at lost. “ Ah—what is it ? Arc you 
angry because I found you out; because I came ? ” 

I've, she said at liist, “ I always knew you would como 

•—before the end.” 

The end ? ’ T faltered. “ Ah, don't talk of .an end when 

again. I am sad enough already.” 

It ba<l to be. I knew it.” 

“You arc too true a prophet,” I said, and shuddered in- 
vohmtarUy romembering the many things foretold and 
mlliilod. ^cve^ tcU me any more of the future I pray you. 
Uetter not to lenow. A thous.ind times better.” 

“ But I told you ; not them.” 

“Yes, I know Oh! don’t lot us talk of those di\?adful 
happenings. Tell me you are a little glad I found you ? 
See, how pleased ho ^ 

suddenly into her lap and tried to 
r foudlcd and soothed him, and 

slirb^o 

happened. But I had a pm-pose in concealing myself. I 
had never meant to stay on Acre, in this town. Only I was 
drnen hade at the last moment by soiuelbing stronger than 

* Ah - I know Woro 
“ I did not know, indoed, I did not know. It «U hnpponed 
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fo strangely. Tliroiigb that girl—Mrs. O'DiLcoIl's daughter, 
i^lic told us.” 

‘‘ It does not matter now hoio it bapi'*encd since it lias 
hij-penod,’ she said sadly. ‘'You know that story ol the 
aiolcts was my story, Rosalecn?” 

*1—1 think I always knew that,” I said. 

“Mine—and Ids. But his was so foolUh and romantic. 
I never thought it would last so long. Once only we met. 
jj,.— 1(0 s.-^ved luc from brutal insult, the insult that is per* 
initted by right of legal bondage. And then— But wliy 
should I tc!) you tins, Rosalcen ? The ashes on that firelcss 
hearth are not more dead tkan the fires ol that burnt-out 


dream.'’ 

But he never forgot," I said. 

lie would not allow that he could forget. There is a 
differeneo." 

■^'ou refused to sec him ? ” 

lie told you ? Yes, of course, I refused. You—to ask 

me that! r . i 

’• 1 did not know. Indeed, I did not Imow, I repealed. 

1' .\ih 1 he was so sad and now he has gone away again. 

*■ Gone—wlicrc ? ” 

'J’o Ixindoii. He went last mght. 


f.ondon, not Paris ? 

'• jfc said London. ’ t, . -r i.s 

ife is a strange, mad creature, Rosalcen. But if he 

loved, he would be so tender, and so true. 

*• If?'' Tears were blinding my eyes. “ Wiiy do yon 

pTV ij? Ilis whole life has been a pursuit and a woislup 

of-you.” , . T 

“ko, child.” she said brokenly. “Only for wnat 1 
nubodiod. Tlie ideal all men pursue, and never find. . . . 
But now. si>eak no more of this. Tell me again of lius 
Ira^edv; of thi.s jioor aunt. For, I fear, I fear, o.Nac , 
it "viifmean much more than it looks. A general distmh* 
mice, an uprooting. No, I will s.ay no more. 1 was lor* 
getting. The time is at band. You will not be torrowful 
vnd alotie for very lojjg, my Rosalcon. As for that poor 
womaii—vlio knows but death was a Icimlcr fnend than lue- 
The mail had prouii to hate her. A now love- or rather a 
luyi p vssion had robbed him of reason; self control. ft 
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lad been wise, tactful, but no—she aggravated matters, and 
widened the breach sbo might have bridged.” 

“ How can you know ? You wlio never met, never saw 
them ? ” 

“ Shall I tell you how I know ? By that supremo art of 
the novelist who works from fact to fiction. To whom 
nothing in life is impossible except its possibilities. If you 
need proof I can give it you—conclusively. What have 
you done with the parcel I left for you on the table of my 
room ? ” 

I started. “ Why, that is what I came about. At least, 
it was the excuse I had ready to make, in case, in case-” 

” In case I demanded a reason for this intrusion, was it 
not ? The parcel is still in your hands.” 

“ But, of course. You WTote It wjus to wait instnictions.” 

“ Well, I will give you the iiiPtruction.s. No, not by woid 
of mouth. I will write them, or tend them. And now, my 
child, you must go.” 

Her voice seemed suddenly very faint. Her hand os I 
took it was etrungely cold. 

\ou arc not well,” I said. " And you are so cold. Is 
there uo fire set ? Lot me light it ? ” 

“ No.” she said. ” 1 don't want a fire, or a light. 1 
seldom have them. My cyc.s can’t bear it.” 

” Your cye,s! ” I exclaimed. 

“ I always Imew it would happen.” 

My self-command gave way. ” Oh, hut it must not! It 
shall not 1 That you should live like this, so desolate, so 
alone I Oh, Madame, lot rac come to yoti as I used to do ! 
Let me do the tilings you need! 1 can't bear to think of 
you—like this! ” 

“ It is not more desolate than my life, nor darker (ban mv 
soul,” she said. ^ 

I was silent. _ Ovenvholmcd by the pathos ol thoso simple 
words, ot tlic picture they painted. Beside this eternal grev- 
ness of solitary days and nights, Aunt Joanna’s life looked 
almost enviable, and ray own—almost happy. Ail my heart 
went out in longing to help this sad and solitaiy being, yet 
feU back on Mlf-acknowlcdgcd helplessness. Sbo who had 
posses^d rare gifts of fortune, beauty, genius, the admira- 
toon of the world, the love of devoted men, to bo left stranded 
m such utter lonehness! There seemed a senseless cmcity 
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in Destiny if it could play sucli havoc wilh human happiness. 
It represented itself as no beneficent Deity, but a horrible 
of prey hovering over mankind and watching whero 
leak and t.ilons co\ild strike most sharply and remorselessly. 

She broke tlie long silence at last. ‘‘No, child, your 
thoughts are ^^■ong. I know you pity me with all your 
tender Iv^art., But I no longer want human pity, or human 
love. I liave rejected both. Whether 1 shall find recom¬ 
pense for tlii.s life's sulToring in another who shall say 1 To 
know that, is to stand on the other Side, that borderland of 
mystery wliich sometimes seems so near. Even misery such 
as mine has its compensations. Tiicre arc seasons, mysteri¬ 
ous hour.s, when I can pass out of this hideous encasement 
wliicii represents me, and wliieh is not me. Pass out of it 
j’.s one passes through the close woven folds of a rnist. T cu 
I learn much of tlic meanings of tilings. I am—in a way-- 
taught and consoled for all I have to hear of physical ills. It 
h in times such as tliesc I get glimpses of that future which 
e I'-ireles the fate of those I love. Am I talking incompre- 
hrnsibles ? Your eyes look bewildered. Cut in time you 
too Mill leani. even as I have learnt; know even as I know. 
U’he world is ripening for a Kew Teaching. Rosalecn. One 
that will cleave a.Mtnder its dense matcriaami, and show it 
wh.wo to find higher joys; spiritual peace. Through dark 
and tortuous wa}^ of sun'ering I have been ltd to see there 
is Light on the Path. Such light as never was on 
Jond or sea of this dark sphoro we call the eaith. 
You arc too young, too human, too ignorant to undrr- 
stand what I mean. But some day you to I underhand. 
And vou will know that there is a Ligiit not of the sun; and 
v.armlh not of our elemental fire, and hai.pmess that 13 
indepc'ndent of our solitary carlh-lound fate. 

Slowlv she drew her grey shrouding veils about , 

and turned away. I saw her glide aoro^ thf sha W omu 

to its furthest and darlccst corner, ana then “ 

on the couch. Slie spoke no more. I LU she had o desire 

for mv commonplace faivwells. I aoflly 

as softly closed it, and groped my way down the stau-s an 

out of the house. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

now AU:vT TUERESA ROSE TO AN OCCASION. 

It was almost dark when I reached lioinc. 

The exigencies of daily life niehed back upon mo as I 
entered. There were other people in the house. It would 
Boon be diuucr-ilmc. And Aunt Tliercsa was not hero, and 
Aunt Joanna was—dead. Tlic llanU, homble word Boemed 
to spring out of tlic backgi-our.d of my mind and face mo 
with a sense of the incredible. “ Could it be ? Was it so?” 
Must I see these people and tell them, and bear their com- 
inents; tiicir sliocked wonderment? 

I felt it was impossible. I could not do it. Tlie day had 
been one of horror .and strange happenings. I longed to bo 
alone, and thiul; tlieiu over in my own mind, not discuss 
them with outsiders, 

T slipped down to the Idtclicn, and called Biddy aside. “ I 
can t go in to dinner,” I said. “ And I don't want tlio other 
people to luiow anything. Not yet. Not till Aunt Theresa 
returns.” 

“ Sure, darlin’, I can understand that. Why should they ? 
We ll just send the dinner in, and Mickey can say as Mibs 
Tlieresas detained in London, .an’ you're not fccliu’ well, an’ 
kapin’ yerroom. An' indade ’ll8 3 -ersel looks wonr and w hite, 
Miss Uosalcen. Go away .■rnd lie down for a bit, an’ I'll send 
Polly up wid n mouthful of dinner for vc by an' by.” 

low must come to the station with mo to meet the ten 
o’clock train,” I said. 

“ Sure an’ I will, miss. ’Tis a sorrj’ home-corain’ for tho 
mistress, but there, ’tis God’s will. Wc can’t be sottin’ our- 
tcIvcs to s.ay the right or the WTong av it. Poor sowl! She’s 

in glory now. air’ maybe happier. Sure she looked peaceful 
enough.” 

“Yon—you saic her, Biddy?” , 

I did, miss. Why not ? Norah an’ myself went up whin 
theh^yhr out was done. Beautiful she looked, misfl j barrin’ 
the quare colour that’s not gone out of her skin, yet.” 

She wiped her eyes, and muttered, “ God save us all j hero 
one day, on’ gone the next.” 
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I knew linw llie Irish regard death, and made no comment. 
Poor Riidgct meant nothing tUsrcsrectful by her remarks, 
or her curiosltv. 

' lit take your .advice, Biddy,” I said, ‘'and go and lie 
down. 1 do feel most awfully tired.” 

And with my little dog at my heels I wont away, and up to 
my own room. Tlie first thing my eyes fell upon was the 
|):i,rc.,l. Theie it lay, momentous of the past, present, future. 
]\I\>terv Aviihin its scaled and folded cover; souietbing that 
v :*'! to tell me—wliat ? 

Of lici real life as it had been lived, or of tlic lives of those 
v.iih vhom Fate had so strangely thrown her ? For indeed 
th-.ie w.is something uneanny in the w.ay she had told and 
foretold the Iiappenings of our household. SIic, Ihing apart, 
in !)er grev mists of solitude, yet seeming to pierce the shield 
f'f divi'ion between liersclf and the outer world. To read of 
n-liat it meant and would mean; what it should promise OC 
falfii. 

[ took lie pTCi.'l and again pul it andc in the cupboard. 
'i'Ik u wcarifd out hy (he strenuous cxcilemenfs of the day, 
i throw m\scif on tho bed .and fell fast .ojlccp. 


Biddv was merciful enougli to leave me undi.'turhcd until 
nine o'cloclc. Then she .auoke me to say I miu-t have some 
jivod before wc set out for the Siation. 

ft w.-is drc.adful that awakening. The sudden sense tliat 
siiiirlliiiig tragic had happened. 'I’ho knowledge that other 
tilings as dreadful wei'C yet to happen, f tried to eat, bub 
the food seemed to clioke me. I puslied the tr.ay aside, .and 
ro'e and b.'.llied my face, .and then dressed. Biddy liclping 
me and lalUin" to me with .altcrnalc cheerfulness and 

(li-nxmdenry. ^ , , 

“ 'I’lie news is goin' .around,” she said. Goocliwss knows 

bow. l-:mind bo}o and .skli-likc wid llieir tongues ns ready 
a.^ a lxl!-e!ai)per. But no one Ikto knows of it yet, Mhs 
I’ osalcf-n. barrin' ourselves in tlie kitcheu. Not but "l‘'jf 
was afraid of Micko^' wltiii he was waitin on tliirn all. Re* 
maiks there w.as, miss. The Gitiir.il giumblin . Flist ilr*. 
'oliur. thin ?.ri.ss Theresa ; thin you. What was comin to 
the j.laee .at all ? ’ An’ Lady Montgomery soothui hmi by 
f.u ia' ’tw-ul<l soon be May. an' they off to kondon or some- 
Vlieio^-. An' the ould maids they wbi periu’, an condolin , 
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au* wondering what in the wnrrld they wa^ to do whin the 
sayson was over. Ah, thinks I, what U we all he doiU thin ? 
Glory bo, the qnare >vnrrld it is! ” 

J sighed as 1 took iny hat from her l»and. 

It's always the w.ay where Riiss Fanny is," she vrent on. 
‘^Always trouble .av some sojt. There niver was two sistciH 
more \udike than she an’ Jliss Joanna, an’ niver two as dis- 
aCToed worse. I'm not .so blind that 1 eonldn’t see what eho 
w.as driviiiyat this long time. f!opnralin’ Inisband an’ wife. 
That's whpt she^Avas set on. Well, .slio's done it now for goc»d 
and all! ’ 

‘ I don't nndorsland von, Lidtlv.'’ 

*■ Xo, you wouldn’t, miss. 3*.ein' young nn' innocent. A 
liAcrcy as you hadn't a sweetheart eomin' round Ihim times*, 
or thoie'd ha’ bin bad work there too. Take my Avord for it, 
3\Ii.-s Fannv is one o’ thinr conlravv favnin-le eraYilmns as 
can’t abide another woman to liaA’C a jnan carin’ for her, or 
payin’ her attenshuns. No, rhe must be spoiliu' sport, or 
s’ne’s not happy. Sorry I am to say it, but I’a'o lix’od long 
enough wid the f.amily to knoAV the aw.ys av thim ; an’ suro 
Miss Thei’os.a w.as alwa.ys an .ar.gol of goudjiers. .an’ Miss 
Joanna was .alwa.ys tiie one for a erk vanee. an' Miss Fanny 
that vain an’ scllisli, .an’ Avi<l the limper ,av Satan himself, 
(herd forgive mo for sa.yiji’ ill) 'J’lmt's hoAV it was, Miss 
IxOSftlccn. An’ many's the time l \*o felt sorry for ye, so 
young and Jonc.aome, an’ Iiavi(\’ to jiul Aip Avid it all. Suro 
'twas enough to make an o\ild AAoman of ye, before irer yo 
AA’.as a young one! ” 

“ Oy, I've been happy enough. Ihd.ly," I .said. 

“ Well, thin, ye're a wonder, if that's so. For I'd not havo 
bin in yer place had I (he choice av parlour an* kitchen. May 
I tlio if that's not a Ihruo AAurrd, Miss llo.silcen ! ” 

It may havo seemed so to her, i>oor good-n.alured, fiuthfid 
Bridget. But for iiAy oaaix part as I looked b.aek on thosa 
four long years I was not ungr.ateful for their expenonee. 

I grew cold and nervo’is a.s the Station clock pointed to 
the time the train was due. IIow was I to tell this dreadful 
news ? 

I clntelied Biddy’s liand .as the porters crowded forward, 
and the roar of the engine greeted mv ears. The great train 
swung mto the station on its Avay to the Midlands, and tha 
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passf nj;crs came lim iying out. I stood a little Lack, glancing 
from liguic to figure of the crowd. 

'■ All—there she is ! ” cried Biddy. 

Oil the amiouuccmcut I cried out, amased, “And Dr. 
Ji'^ rivalc! ” 

It was true. Aunt Theresa and the doctor had stepped out 
of a carriage, and were coming quickly along the phitfonu. 
Mie was bolding his arm. Both were too absorLed to think 
of looldng for anyone who had cpnic to meet them. I ran 
forward, and Aunt Theresa saw me. 

You—here, Rosalccn ? ” 

“Oh, do you knoiv?'' I cried anxiously. 

“ I know.' I met Dr. Mcriw.le at Paddington—returning.” 

The doctor looked at me. His face was grey. His eyes 
like Hint. 


“ Is it rcidly true 1 ” 

“ Yes,” I said. 

Aunt Tliorcsa's face was v.edc as his. But she did not erj', 
or make .a cccnc. Still holrUng his arm, she went out of the 
doors and dovn the st.^irs to the .street. They called a fly. 
1 turned to Biddy. “ You go Lome, * I whimpered. “HI 

slay with Aunt Theresa. ’ , i » 

Hechan’cally and without .a word to me they entered the 

r.im shacklc old vehicle. I lolloped. \Vc jolted aud jerked 
over the streets at a goed pace. The doctor had said, 
“ (^nick as you can. ’ to the driver. 

He fat Lack in his corner, his Let pressed over his eyes. 
4unt There a was now crying quietly, as if the sense if wh.afc 
iiad Happened was piercing tl.it lii-st slunning shock of 
inere.iulity. She did not a.klress me. I think she was 
J.ardly conaious I was Ihciv. And so, mute and Dii.-^-rab e 
and wcudciing as to what next was to hapjx'n, I lound mj -olf 
onco more at the house in Jol.a-'ton Slixet. 

Horali oiKiicd the door. Slic gave a cry at sight of her 

niastcn 
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Ail* sir, glory be ! TiJ yersclf! 1 was afraid ye waa 
n the v.idc savs an' so I tould the doctors. 

He shut the door and walked into the cUnmg-room. 

“ Xow, tell me exactly wluvt has happened ? he said. 
Sit there, Tliercsa." He pointc.l to a chair into which s lo 
i.mk. •• There's no u.sc in facing the—mcvilahlc—)c.. n 9 
alt a perfect mystery to me. ’ ’ ‘‘' 
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“Sure, sir, Miss Rosalcen there could tell ye better than 
me,” said Norah. “ 'Twas she was up wid the poor mis- 
tUress, au’ called me whin her breathin’ pot so strange. An’ 
indado ’twas her sinse that made me fetch the doctor. Not 
but it was too late, even thin.” 

He turned to me. “You? . . , well, speaU up. Let mo 
bear.” 

And as simply as I could, and with an effort at restraint 
sadly marred by Aunt Thei'csa's sobs, I told Iiim. llo did 
not interrupt, but when I had finished ho rose and began to 
pace tlio room as if agitated. 

“ I can't understand it! She asked me to give her an 
injection o! morphia as she had had no sleep. I did so: an 
ordinary dose. She went to sleep. 1 uioto iny farewell 
instead of saying it. I knew it avould save a scene. Then 
—I had tliis telegram from Dr. Owen.” 

He took it out of liis pocket and throw it on the tab’o. 
** Of course, I returned at once—I shall forfeit my paf> ge, 
but that can’t bo helped.” lie turned to Norah. ‘‘Goivo: 
to Dr. Owen, and ask liim to come roimd,” he said. “ I must 
Lear all particulars.” 

Norah departed. Aunt Theresa lifted her white, sorrow¬ 
ful face and looked at him. ‘‘ You arc sure, Jasper, that 
you only gave the usual doso for a soporific ? ” 

“ I’m not in the habit of making mistakes whero mv 
patients are concerned. Besides, she was accustomed to 
xnorpbia. Slio often liad it for sleeplessness.” 

“ She never told mo that,” said Aunt Theresa, “ though 
Ehe often complained of sleeplessness.” 

“ I don't suppose she told you all the facts as well as all 
the fancies of her life, Theresa?” 

He turned to me again. ” Y'ou say she seemed sleeping 
quietly’—at first ? How long were you in the iX)om before 
her brcatliing struck you os unusuaf ? ’' 

“ About an hour, I tiunk.” 

“ You never thought of lifting the bed-clothes off her face ? 
Sno had a habit of half suffocating herself with tliem.” 

‘I No. I did not like to distvirb her.” 

“ WeU, I m\ist hear what Owen saj-s. It is a deplorable 
•—accident—-to have happened; especially just now.” 

“I am glad you are not hypocrite enough to pretend grief 
aDont it, said Aunt Theresa. “ But let mo assure you. 
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Ja^spcr, tliat tliis is more than a deplorable—accident—to 
have happened just now; coa'^idering the terms on which 
you and my unhappy sister were Uviug.” 

His livid face flashed round on lier. What do you mean ? - 
Do you dare, to insinuate that I—I-’ 

" I would rather not discuss the matter fnrllicr, Jasper, 
Let us hear wliat Dr. Owen has to sav.” 

I will see liim alone said llie doctor. “ This is a 
medical matter, and as tiicli must be discussed by us in 
pi'ivatc.'’ 

" 1 have a rigid to he prcsetit, Slie was my sister. I left 
her yestord.;}* evening comparatively well. 1 come home to 
find her—doa.d.'’ 

" Vou shall sec Owen after T have liad my interview with 
liim. It i.s a profo.«sional matter. He had been in attendanco 
on my wife, and he and I must talk over this—disaster— 
professionally'.'’ 

'■ U Dr. Ov.fii saya so, I will leave you together," rhe said 
I advice y ou to Ic careful, Jasper. I told you why 
I wrut up to London to-day.’’ 

i [e bit his lip, and resumed tliat angry pacing of the room. 
They rpoke no more till Xorah ii-hcrcd in Dr. Owen. Ho 
c.i:nc in very’ litirriedly. He shook hands with Aunt Theresa, 
blit not v itli J.xspcr MeiivaD. 

" I'm ghul my wires caught you. T sent two. The cool: 

r‘'''itGml)(Tcd tlic hutch I ri.^kotl that, and the steamship 
• ) 

'-'[■he hotel did it.’ he said. “ I-I w-as staggered. I 
cotihhi'l believe-’’ 

“ It wa^ awfully sudden." lie looked at Aunt Tneresa. 

'■ I'm afraid, Miss’I.c Suir, I must ask you to leave us for a 
few moments. There arc soiric prufossioual matters to bo 
dificu'^.'-cd privately. ’ 

" Slio was my si.;ter. T claim a right to hc.ar all eoncerned 
with thi.s dreadful occurrence! " cried Aunt Thcres^t. ^ 

“She was Dr. Mcrivelc’jj wife. It ii> for him to s.ay. 

The kindly old man planeo«l from one to the ctlicr ; hi.s fuCO 

was very grave and distrersed tr 

•• I have already lohl Miss Le Ptmr that I wished to talk 
matter over with yo'.i/^ eaiJ Ja?pcr fllcrlvalc. Sbo 
seems unable to gra-.p (ho fact that medical c.isc8 arc not 
always public property.'’ 
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“ I wish to hear from Dr. Owen wljclhcr n simple (]o?e 
of morp!>ia could have proved fatal in so short a time 1 
exclaimed Aunt Theresa. 

The good old man looked more and more 7 >crluibed. 

'• Dear lady, you have my fullest sympathy, as of courso 
has Dt. Merivide. But reaUy—professionally—we must dis¬ 
cuss this sad affair by ourselves.” 

“Very well,” she said, rising with dtgnily. “But when 
your diicus-sion is over, you uill kindly give me your opinion 
of the matter, Dr. Owen. I shall wait for you up-taii-s.” 

f^lic made a sign to me, and we left the room. 

Up there in the great desolate drnwiug-ioom, tlie one gas- 
jot made a liny oasis of light. She sat down on the fiimiliar 
crimocn sofa, and looked sadly at the familiar thing?. 

“ Only—yesterday,” she murmured. “ I can't believe it. 
Tell me. Rosalecn, was it very dreadful ? Did slie seem to 
suffer ? ” 

“ No, she seemed too deeply asleep,” J said. 

“ Oh, if I hatlii’t gone to town! If I hod come round this 
morning as I intended! You wasted a whole hour, Rosa- 
Icon, and sho was—dying.” 

“ I didji't know! 1 couldn't be expected to know! ” I 
said passionately. 

“No, no. I’m not blaming you. But—I don’t intend 
that liiis man shall get off scot-free! I can’t credit an 
accident so convenient.'’ 

“ Oh, Aunt Theresa, it's as if 3 -ou s.aid that lie—lie-” 

“ Jllurdered her ? I won’t go so far as that. But he had 
no right to give her that morphia. However, I shall hear 
what Dr. Owen thinks of the affair.” 

were silent for a few moments. Then I hazarded a 
question. 

“ Did you find out where Fanny was ? ’’ 

“ Yes. She had takenjicr passage out on the same boat. 
Well, Fate has served her a trick for once. Ho is here, and 
she will be on the steamer. I caught him at the hotel, just 
as the telegram arrived. He was so \»pset that lie showed 
it to me. 1 made him come off at once to the station. I 
never let him out of luy sight. Ho tried to get to the tclo- 
graph office. I said, if ho sent any message to Fanny I should 
openly accuse liim of the murtlcr of lus wife. That threat 
terrified liim. I never saw anyone so cowed as he was. It 
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almost convinccJ me the affair iras an accident as he swears 
it was. Oh, Rosaleen, all this is horrible and disgiaccliil for 
your youns ears to listen to ! ” 

She burst into agonized weeping. I vainly tried to soothe 
her. It seemed strange to me that I could not cry any more. 
I felt old and rbilled and as if I should never be young again. 

She was a little calmer by the time Dr. Owen came upstairs, 
IIo w.vs alone. His face looked even more grave and more 
troubled. He sat down by the sofa, end began to speak 
quietly, and v.'ith evident sympathy for her present distress. 

■■ I must beg you to bo calm, my dear 3Iis.i Le Suir. A 
grave respomability rests with you, and 3 'ou alon3 can meet 
it.’ 

'• He has—killecl—my sister! ’’ ?hc s.aid. 

“ It was an accideni. must acquit him of any ill* 
intent. The whole case lies in a crus, dear lady. Ho was 


ignorant (hat I prescribed a slccp’ng draught to be taken 
occasionally. Wo think—in fe.ct it is absolutely certain— 
that the unfcitunate lady took a dose of it lest night. It 
f.ulod to give her the rest tlie rccjuired, because she was not 
in a comlition of mind to bo worked upon b}* an)’ seda.tirc. 
«!ic railed in her husband and begged liim to give her an 
inj''.''tinn of morphia, which he did. Onl)' lialf a grain. Quito 
a small dose; but Ukra in conjunction with wliat she bad 

idrcadv ha'l, it proved fatal.'’ 

•• 'J'his is Dr. iJerivalc's version of the matter ? '1 

“Natural])’. Wc can Inve no other.” 

She sat looking blankly dov.n at her Iiandr; clamping .and 
iiiiel.r'ping them in a nervous way .«bc bad when disturbed. 

“His unsion,” slie repeated. “No proof; no vatness; 
nothing. •'Vnd site is—dead. ’ 

Dr. Caen ro.se. ,, . , , 

“Tint brings me (0 the point. Itou.d you wish for an 

inquest ? Dr. Jlcrivalc said it should be for you to decide. . 

“ ye-\ Of course, vou know .a ccrlifieaic must be given, 
and-I and my colleague, Dr. Neaves have not agreed upon 
the point. As a fact, I w.is in attendance, and could say 
with eonfidcnco the cause of death. It would be vc^— 
regrettable—to say the le.ast of it, to have an enquiry that 
mif.'bt throw .'i slur upon professional caution, and do no 
good to anyone couccnicL The poor lady was in a measure 
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to blame for not saying slie Lad taken the sleeping draiiglit. 
My theory is that it took effect later than it sliould have 
done, OTving to her agitated frame of mind. The second doso 
was administered too soon on the fulfilling of such effect. 
Hence the brain congestion that followed.” 

“Brain congestion!” said Aunt Theresa. 

“ Medically considered—those were the syniptoniB.’* 

“ Are you sure of that ? ” 

“ Quito sure,” 

*‘Suro enough to be able to give a certificate ? ” 

“ I should give one—to that effect—certainly. Since I 
have heard the particulars horn D •. Meriv.'vlo.” 

“There is a great objection in the medical profession to 
p.ny open scandal,” said Aimt Theresa bitterly. “ I know 
that, and I know how many cases arc hushed up, and covered 
up, and excused so that th.c medical stahts may be uplield. 

It is a little uufortimatc that we have a doctor in tlie family, 
and that for sake of the family and the doctor I should very • 
much dislike any scandal. If your coirscienee permits you 
to give a certificate formulating my poor sister's death, I 
have no more to say. A woman’s intuitio n stands for notb» 
ing in a Court of Law. And m tlil& £hd olfan- there is no 
one t^provc my sister took that sleeping draught. We have 
only her husband’s word for it.” 

“ And the bottle,” liP said. “ It was marked with measured 
doses. It stood on the mantelshelf. I examined it myself.” 

“ Why did her husband give an injection of morphia in* 
Btoad of another dose ? ” 

“ Because it would take effect more quicki}’,” 

“ And there is nothing to pj-orc quantilij injated, imlcss 
there is an—inquest ? ” 

“ No,” be said. “ If you cannot accept the word of a 
medical man, who is also the husband of the deceased lady ? ” 
Aunt Theresa rose from the couch; very pale she looked; 
yet there was something noble and dignified about her, siicli 
as I lind never seen. 

“ Will you take me to my sister,” she said. “ I—I cannot 
decide tliis question until I have seen her.” 


CHAriER XXXr. 


THE :iCtIDE^•T OF DEATH. 

I DID not Oi'Tor to accompany Aunt Thci-csa, That instinc* 
live sliii.'iking from dcalli which I had fin.t known for my 
fathci'.-? lo«'=, was with me again. My sight of that 
chinged and iincon;'Oiou3 face was keenly present to my 
liilnd. I had no desire to see it when the change was irre- 
vocahio. 

As I sat there alone, Dr. Mcrivalo liurriedly entered. 

“ Where i-s your Aunt ? " he said sharply. 

" Upit.iirs, witli Dr. Owen. ’ 

Ife muttered .<^omethin 2 ; went to the door; hesitated a 
moment ami veturued. 

'• PvorJeen," he said, '* when you were in—in her room this 
niorii'ng did you see .a letter lying about ? ’ 

/* A I 'lter—of your's ? ” I asked. 

“ Tfow did yon know it was mine 2 ” 

“ I know your writing.” 

“ Well—was it there ca tlio tnljle by the bed ? ” 

“ Yes. .She had not opened it.” 

” Where is it nov/.? ” 

“ I took it home to show to Aunt Theresa. I thought you 
liad alreadv loft the countiy, and that she ought to keep it. ’ 
“ But I iiuvcn't left, and I want it. You must got it back 

for me.” „ 

” Very well,” f said. *’ Of course, it's your letter. 

'• When could yon bring it ? ” he asked somewhat anxiously. 
“To-morrow niornutg.” 

“Mind you do. Don't forget. If only you or Theresa 
Jiad been hero at 5 ‘our uf-ual timo all this wouldn t have 
happened. Slio should have been roused; wakened. Vou, 
in your ignorance, sat on there and let her sleep herself to 

■' I could hardly know she had been given a double dose of 

morphia,” I said. , . u 

“It was—mis.advonturc—entirely. If she had told mo 

that she had .already had some-- ' 
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The hottlc and the glass were on the mantelshelf. I .saw 
them.” 

“ Well, I didn’t. I hadn't time to go prying about tlic 
room. Such a filthy, untidy den as it always was, too! ” 

“ You don't seem very grieved about her de.ath, ” I said. 

“ Grieved ? Of course, I am. The shock was terrible. A 
man doesn’t show grief like a woman, bat he feels it just as 
keenly.” 

He walked to and fro in that restless, impatient fashion of 
his, and I remained silently watching him. There were 
sounds on the staire. Dr. Owen’s voice spc.aliing. Then 
he came back into the room with Aunt Theresa. Dr. Mori- 
yule stood still, and I saw him glance anxiously from one 
face to the other. Aunt Theresa came back to the couch 
and sat doum. 

‘'I realize it now,” she said faintly. “And like all in¬ 
evitable things it has to be accepted. It can never bo 
satisfactorily explained.” 

Dr. Owen turned to Jasper Merivale. “You left the 
decision with Sliss Lc Suir. She decides against an inquest.” 

“ I think Joanna would rise from her grave to protest 
against such an indignity! ” said Aunt Tliemsa. 

Thorc was a look of relief, instantaneous, and qinelJy gone 

Ja.sper Merivalo's eyes. The act he had committed was 
to bo accident, or misadventure, as ho chose to call it. 
Scandal, family disgrace, were tilings the pride of the Lo 
Suir’s would never willingly court. The matter rested be¬ 
tween liimself and Aunt Theresa, and she, to my surprise, 
had thrown aside the easting vote. There was a* moment's 
silence after that last speech Then sho rose. 

“ I can do no more. I will go home,’ ’ she said. “ You can 
let mo Icuow the—aiTangemcnts—to-morrow. Jasper.” 

he opened the door, and then oiTered liis hand. She looked 
quielly into his face, and made no effort to take it. With tlio 
faintest shrug of his shoulders, ho let it drop. Then lio 
turned to me. “Don’t forget that letter, Rosalceu,” ho 
said, and with a curt nod I loo passed out. 

Onco in the street she took my arm. I could feel sho was 

trembling greatly. Slowly and silently we crossed the road, 

and went up the steps to our ou-n house. Biddv oix-ned 
tlio door. , * ‘ 

“ Come in, me dears; ’tis wore out ye must be. I've got 
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6omo coll'ec for ye in the parlour. Come along in an’ tatc 
it. Sure, don't I hnow what yon fflTsJ l« feclin*.” 

Grateful we were for that refreshment, and the sight of the 
co^y lire. Biddy removed her mistress’s bonnet and boots 
and put on her old house slippers as deftly as a maid. For ^ 
my part, I only threw aside my lial, and drank the hot 
fragrant coiTec eagerly. 

“ Do they know—here ? ” asked Aunt Thercs.a, lifting her 
white haggiud face to tliat sjuipathizing one of the faithful 
Irishwoman. 

"They do not, ma'am. We thought ’twas time enough 
to be tollin’ thim to-morrow. It was just an accident, 


wasn't it, ma'am.” 

Yes, au accident. Say as little as you possibly con, 
Biddy.” 

" Haven't I the honour of the family to bear in mind ? ^ I.s 
it likely ? Tlio blunderin’ ways o’ thim docthors! Sure, it’s 
a wonder any of us arc .alive at .all! Thin there won’t be no 
—no post-mortin", as they calls it, ma’am; will there ? ” 

“ Of course, not. There's no necessity. Dr. Merivalo !«« 
c:^p!aincil tlie facts. It was an .accident, no more, no less.” 

Accident—well, they does bo h.appcnin’ all times, an 
.all u.rj-s. I suppose he’s in a grc.at takin’, ma’.iju ? The 
(loclhor, I mane. I was that fl.nbberg.^<ted whin I saw the 
(wo av 3 'c m.arcliin’ along out av the tr.iin. There • I 

couldn't bclavc me two eyes!” 

And so on. Half crcdulou.-', wholly eympathetio, and yet 
brimful of curiodty as to details. 

Aiuit Theresa dUmisJcd her .at last, and she and I sat on 
by tnc tire talking over the s;ul tragedy. I could only gather 
from her rodgned att'tudc that a.s all was ended and done, 
jio worse tiling couI<l happen to the poor soul wc 
As; for onrs' Ivc.?, wc had to live on. .md D.cc the world. That 
iMrsI), malicious, pitile.>s world which c.aros nothing for what 
the indivirlu-il suffers, if the piJIoiy or the cross me only set 

up in a 2 >ul'Uc j'lacc. 


I waa half undressed when Aunt Tlicrc.».a c.amc to the door. 
In h:v hand eI.c held that letter 1 had taken from her sister a 

■■ What is this doing in my room ? ” she asked, holding it 

out. 
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I csrplaincd hurriedly. I had forgotten all about it after 
noming home. 

“ Aunt Joanna had not opened it. It was l^-ing on the 
table.” 

“ I wonder what time ho put it Ihero ? ” 

“ If wo go into that we are raking up the whole story 
ftgfiin,” I said. ‘‘ Besides, I promised to take that letter 
back to him.” 

“ Did he ask for it ? ” 

” Yes. You see I only brought it here because I thought 
he had already left for Sydney.” 

“ I understand. Had he done so, I should have opened it 
nnhositatiugly.” 

She gave it to me. I felt it was done unwillingly. But I 
was glad she liad not oj)encd it. Whatever that letter con* 
tained it wotUd never meet the eyes of her to whom it was 
written. 

Tired as I was, I slept very badly. I could not get away 
from the feeling of horror and oppression linked with tho 
day’s events. 1 wondered what would become of Fanny 
now ? Whether she would set forth on her voyage without 
discovering that Dr. Merivalo had missed the boat ? What 
she would feel when she learnt of her sister’s death and its 
nature ? 

There were points I could not question until the shock of 
this sad fatality was over. They were- jx>iuts, however, 
which kept recurring to my mind, aud as 1 dwelt upon them 
I began to understand tho position Aunt Theresa had taken 
up. As the head of the family’, aud as one possessing to tho 
last degree tho Irhh pride of race and family honour, she 
would sacrifice much in their interests. Yet I felt certain 
she blamed Jasi>er Mcrivale for her sister’s death, aud would 
never forgive Wm his criminal carelessness. 

On the morrow the news was cvcrj'where. And it appeared 
as much a shock and surprise ns we had feared. Tho Ucnornl 
and his wife and the Miss Cutler's were terribly upset (jbout 

it. Ail day came callers and enquiries, and letters aud caiils 
of sjTDpathy, '' 

Tho doctor did not come near us, and Aunt Theresa did 
not go out. She despatched a message to Ealand’s and they 
sent round a variety of moumhig, and a young person to fit 
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and try on dro<sos ^Iiich were boualit ready-made, and then 
altered. Our hoiiso iiad all (lie blinds down in the front 
room?, and seemed hardly less glf^omy and dark than the one 
ill Jolinstou Street itself- I asked if I might go out, but 
-\unt Theresa declared it wasn't ‘‘proper'’ for any of the 
family to show thcin-solvcs until after the fnncrrd. Besides, 
I had no mouniing yet. 

It seemed very conventional and absurd, butinit Tlieresa 
W.as terribly Early Victorian in her ideas, and I would not 
trouble her with arguments at such .a time. I therefore put 
Dr. Mcrivale’s lelter ia another envelope and sent it to him 
by -Alickcy. 

The hours s.'cmod cndIe^s; tlio day long beyond all count 
of davs I had known .and wo.aried in. I .almost envied the 
kitehen. The servants ha'l their work to do, and the routine 
of the house lia.d to go on. But i could settle to nothing. 
Aunt Theresa remained in litr bedroom. I did not like to 
di.'imb her. I went out into tlic garden onee, but the 
])odgor'i3 hclsterous delight seemed out of place in the general 
gloom. I left hiin lhcrc, and came in again, and tried to 
sctlle down to reading. 

At ten-time .Aunt Tlieresa di<I eomc doivn to the parlour. 
ir>r eyes were swollen uilli weeping. She seemed more 
npset than on tlic }»rcviou.s flay. 

“She seems (o haunt me,” she said. “Oh, Ros.aIcen, I 
wonder if I have acted rightly ? If I should have insisted 
on an inquc.st ? ” 

“ Dear .\imt, we settled that onec for all. ycsferd.ay. What 
f >’ the good of talking of it again ? ” 

“ I know, I know, Bosal.Hii. But I feel differently to¬ 
day.” 

“ Oil, try not to think of it," I said. “ Dr. Owen called it 
‘ misadvculuro.’ \^ hy not ho satisfied with his opinion? 
You don't sujijio.'C he would give a certificate unless he could 
do CO conscientiously ? ’ 

‘ Yon arc a comfort, Rosaleen. Of course, he wonldn t. 
It would be improfessicnal and irrong. \cs, he told me ho 
would give the certificate. 1—I wonder when Jasper will 
have the funeral ? ” 

“ Shall yon go to it ? ” T a.skcd. 

“ Of course, I shall, .and I want you to come also. It i-c the 
lost time wo can show the poor martj-r any resiiect. If you 
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prefer to remain in tlio carriage j'on can, but I slial! do my 
duty to the last.” 

I looked at her, b’.it 1 said nothing. There urre some poiiUs 
of resemblance between Joanna and herself after all! 


“ I wonder,*’ I said .suddenly, “ what Dr. Mcrivalc will do 
—afterward.? ? Do you think he will still go out to .Aus¬ 
tralia ? ” 

“ Ho will have to reckon with me if he doer, I *’ she e.T- 
elaisned, roused to energy’ by t!mt suggestion. ” I told hijii 
I had looked up the passenger li.st and discovered that Fanny 
was going out on the .■y\nio ho.at. That it was scandalous ! 
A clear plan between them. lie was thoroughly frightoned 
when he found I knew. Seamhil of that sort is death to a 
medical man, no matter where he is. I am half afraid thoro 
wore rumours around here. Perhaps that v.as why he was 
80 anxious to get aw.ay ? ” 

” Of coiu-sc, Fanny docs not know of this ? *’ I said. “ No 
news can reach her now, can it ? ” 

“ I think not. There might have l)een a chance yesterday 
by tlic pilot s boat, but I took care ho shouldn't send a tele¬ 
gram. Ut her get out to Sydney, and find the news awaiting 

her. If sho has an atom of heart she will know she is 
piuushcd! ” 


“ Do yon think she will care ? You know how they always 
quarrelled?” 

” Sho may not care. But it will be .a shock to her. lam 
v.'TiUng this mail, care of the Steamship Company, so they 
will forward it to her. I ehall not spajc tho details of that 
inoiqilua. ^ If, after that, she can pursue this Bhameful 
plulandormg with Jasper ^lerivale, she deserves to suficr a 
similar fate. I shall toll her so I ” 

It seemed hardly like my land, sensible aunt to be so fierce 
and bitter. I wondered if erring on the side of mercy in one 
had determined her to show liltlo in the other ? 

When tea was over she wont back to lier room, and I saw 

her no more. Biddy brought my dinner to the parlour. She 

said she sent some soup and a morsel of chicken to “ the 
niisthress. She would not come down. 

Tho long desolate evening stretched before me. It had 
turacd to rmrj; a chil wind rustled tho branches of tho great 
ohu tree, and the desolate sky was an added note to tho gloom 
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ol {gloomy fooling.^ Kind-licf.rted BiOdy lit a “ lit of fire ** 
for coiaix’.ny,, aiul I sat beside it with my dog on my lap, 
the ■■ Bath Herald ’ in my Iiancl. It gave a brief account 
nf the “sad occurrence. " It spoke of Ja5per Merivalc as 
'■ one of our populnr .and weU-kno\ni medical men.” The 
*■ .accident " of dcatli was ascribed to an overdose of morphia 
1 .1:1 n as a sii-.'uing diauglit by tlio unfortunate lady. The 
fure'Ti’.l was lixed for the 2nd of May, “under the arr.angc- 
meul an<l conduetorsliip of our esteemed loc.al firm, Allen, of 
t'outhgatc Street.'" 

A sense of unreality was with me .as I re.ad this. It seemed 
!mpos.fiMo to associate Aunt Joanna with it all. I let tlio 
jiap-.T ilido (lov.ii to the floor, and went over in my ovu mind 
the events of ycstcr<l.\v. Already it w.as as if years h.ad passed 
over my hc.vl .rinca 1 had entered that room and seen her 


iid'-ep PS I thought. u, ir 

Could anything Iiavc been done. I ad:cd myself ? W as it 

that w.asted hour vshieh had made such a difference? I 

t-ijonld never know; but the thought vexed .''nd troubled me 

fill Ihe same. It seemed, too, <as if I had so oftoo bcc*n 

ixtuiant and im])aticnt with her. So ready to criticize 

instead of to compa.'.-ionate. For, after all, her life must 

li .ve been very unh.appy, and Hie had tried to m.akc the best 

of it for long’beforc we discovered the fact. 

I've come to cheer you h'up a bit,” s.aid a voice. 

I slariMl. I liiul not heard the door open. 
w.ilkcd in on her \vor<l-s In her neat housemaid attire. She 


drew up a chair aiul pat down. ,„ 

•• It s h’awful in thekilehen. Biddy and Micxcy there they 

cr .^3 talkin' of nothing but corpses and func-als, and things 
th'"’ cn'l ‘ wpkes.’ Enough to make your blood run co.d. 1 
suppose it's lx in" mv fn.st b"cxpcriencc of bereavements as 
makes me wi h they’d stop tallriu" of it. Of course, I never 

] -mw "er, tliat m.-ikcs a dillerence, too, , • ii •, 

Sho to;i. UJ, Ihc “ Iiid,Iy said «r, ow .t was h aU m 

print. Fancvtlmt! . . • May I road it . 

“ Ye.s. it's there, in th.at column. 

She toil'^d laboriously over the journahst s won.mg of the 
cataMrophe. (She pronounced that word .as caltustrofj.) 
aS, I saj'if s ard o,. you \Vondcr^ow or usband 

feels T It w.os ’e give Vr that ore sleepm stuff, ya.ii t it. 

*• No,” I said. ‘‘ Dr. Owen hatl prescribed it, 
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Oh—and she took too much ? Careless, wasn't it ? I 
B’pose ’c's awful cut h’up ? ’Arin to be brought back so 
h'unpexected. Was they ’appy, do 3 'ou think ? ” 

“As happy as most married people, I suppose.” 

“ Most of ’em ain't ’appy at all,” said Pol\'])hemia. “ You 
should ’ear mother talk o’ married life! Fair sicken you it 
would. Men is all brutes once they git ’old of you. None 
of ’em is the same after as they was afore. Surprises me why 
they fix upon one woman and will ’avc ’ct, when there’s so 
many as ’ud suit ’em better.” 

She clasped her hands round her knees, and contemplated 
the fire. 

“ Why do women fix upon one man ? ” I asked. “ It's a 
law of life, that choice in maniage.” 

“ Seems so. But that don't make it less queer. I suppose 
if marriage didn’t tie folks up tight, they’d all want to get 
out of it h’aftcr a hit. Mother did, and she'd need o’ somo 

patience. ’E was a caution; father, I mean. Drink—my, 

’ow 'c’d drmk! And languidgc—h'awful, at times, I used 
to wonder ’ow she could put up with it. Of course, lodgers 
wouidu t stay. The Chevalyer, ’c was the only one as never 
seemed to mind. Ah, those ’appy, 'appy days! ” 

She sighed mourufullj'. I looked at her with a sudden 
thrill of sympathy. 

“ Ho was very good to you, wasn’t he, Polly ? ” 

“ Good! A h’angcl. that's what ’c Bocmed. There’s not 
another sich man in all the world I ” 


I thought so, too, but I let her run on unehockod. 

“ ’E used to laugh and joke, and toll the queerest stories. 
Is arm was bad then, after bein’ wounded in that h’awful 
French and Genuan war. I ’ad lots to do for ’im. I loved 

dom It. I never thought ’c’d leave us. Life’s verv ’ard • 
ain’t it ? ” * 


i! ^ *' understand what it means.’l 

1 don t suppose wo’U ever do that,” she said. “ Well, aa 
I was fiajin’—four ’appy years there ’0 was, and I thought 
It was goin to be for h’ever. Then yoti come. And all was 
changed. I,did ’ate you proper, I can toll you that.” 

II I’m sorry,” I said. 

“ Oh, gettin’ h’ovcr it now. Not that I feels wc should 
ever be mends, proper. Though not 
“ Not enemies ? ” I suggested. . 
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‘ I suppose ?o.'’ she raid gloomily. “I ‘ad amWshuns—once. 
Bui it SK*cin^ no use. ’Eavens know£ I tried to learn, and h im- 
\>rove niviclf so as to win‘is favour but it don't seem I'll h’ever 
"ft no ne. rir. I must be content to h'adore in silence.” 

J^lie wij)cd one eye with the comer of her apron. B here 3 
‘e now ? ” she a-Ued suddenly—The Maslcr ? ’ 

In London, I thinU.” 

*• Ere to-day, aiv gone to-morrow, that was always ’imi 
A wanderin’ star.'’ 

iShe di opj)ed the apron and loohcd at me, or seemed to loole. 
I w.r, never quite sure of her intentions. 

I suppose pivU Vt in a wuv, she Stiid cricioMIr* 

Xot tiiat I ’olds with dark nns ; not wy .style. But c wag 
always a-tall.in’ of von as if you was p^K^lry. ‘ My dark Rosa- 
lecn.’ I've card iin .say it. Likewise- Il out. gTeyl>card 
loon' What folly dos't thou kcntemplatc! ’ Buttin' two 
an-l two together I should say V meant it was folly to bo 
thinidn* ’o vovt in the w.'V of }>oe'uy. Would you say so 

T was con.Vious of lKi‘:hlencd colour a's well a^ of amusemen.. 

“ iMv dear J'olly, you do g-l such a mixture of thmgs mlo 
vour l.r.-hi. The ‘d.’rk Ro^aleeji’ Is a lady in a poem. 
Bo-oiblv the }iL'sl:r was reciting it. It ha^l nollung to do 

“'Adii't it? V.'h'^t a relief! To Hunk vhat 1 vo gone 
IhioxvJi on account of it! A pociu; why that makes li all 

tlc' diilerence ! ” „ . m i n •> •’ 

‘ or com.-e, it docs. . • • W.a«nt that the hell • 

‘^Hounds hl:e it. More of them h'e-.qmncs, 1 supiMSO. 

\Vh 't r. lot o' folk;! llie tui.ssis does know! 

She rose slowly and went away to open the fron. door. 1 

hoard a eoHoquv ; a familiar voice. 1 spr.mg up m momem 

l.M v e.xcUein-nt; then as quickly rc.sumed my seat '^h.le the 

DoWvr da bed into the ball, h.ark.ng a welcome. lol>' 

i,h->iula came ha-k aglow \ntli delight aiul uonoennent. 

Talk of a h'nugel and 'ere ’e is ! t»h. Master, u hat joy 

to sec aou onec .ag.ain. Joy even in the darl.ne.'S. 

J had risen; he came up and took my hand-s. 

- Lve lieard,-' ho said. “ Oh. I'm ? 0 ;'=orry for you, Rosa* 

Icon! Tell me, how did it hapr-eu ? ’ 

And, somehow, it seemed to me that oven tragedy beeamo 

h-ss sad a thing now that lie was liicre to sax again, 1 am 

so sorry for you, RosiJccn. 


CH.VPTER XXXVT. 


THE OPEN DOOR. 

PoLYPHEMU went back to the kitchen to prepr.rc coffre. Ho 
would take nothing else. And then I told liinx everything. 
I had never seen lus face so grave. I had never known lum 
so silent. 

“ I understand why yonr aunt has done tliis,” he said. 
“ There’s a finality in death that makes one only desirous ot 
leaving it sacredly alone. All the same—I could not hold 
that man blameless." 

“ She docs not—either. But, as she saj’s, proof of intent 
would open up a horrible scandal. She shrinl^ from it. It 
would never bo forgotten here." 

“ Not for a generation perhaps. But tho march of time 
has quickened since our good Queen was only Princess, and 
took offence at personal remarks upon her—understaudings 
—and left poor Bath bereft of RoyjU Patronage thenceforth. 
Even a scandal has shorter life now; one is so quickly suc¬ 
ceeded by another. Yet, j^rhaps, she is wise to run no 
risks. You have to be considered. There is nothing worse 
for youth than tho tarnishing of a name, tho disrepute of 
family honour. I suppose I cannot sco her to-night! " 

" I will ask,” I said, and rose from my chair. He did thd 
same. 

“ You (lid not expect mo so soon, Rosaleen ? ” 

“ I never know what you mil do," I said. “ Polly calls 
you a wandering star. I tliink she is right." 

" Perhaps the star only wanders, seeking a sphere that 
would content it ? " 

“ Oh I " I said quickly, “ I must teU you, I have seen her 
agam. 

“The Grey Lady 2" The smile left his lips. “She did 
admit you then ? ” 

“ I went there, determined to see her. But she said I was 
not to come again, unless she sent for mo. Oh! it made ray 
heart ache. She seemed so changed, so fragUe. She spoke 

of a .dar^ess that was threatening. Her sight, I think. If 

that went could not work. What would become of her ? 
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'• Sit do^m a rsiom^nt,"’ he said. “ Aiinl Theresa can wai 
Do you hnow uliy I went,to Ix)ndon ? 13ccausc of Ocl 3 dle, 
hccauf-e I learnt from Mi's. O'DiiscolI of lier poverty and 
lielplc.'^snrss. I know sometijing must ho done. I had tho 
ndilros? of that only friend with whom slic has any dealings. 
Mrs. 0‘D\i>r'o!l hail posted one letter for her and noted it. 
I went to him. .\n old I'lenchman. once an avccat of Paris, 
lie came to England at the time of the war, and settled here, 
riem him T learnt what her life has boon. Slic has no means 
of support save her writings. And for a time they have 
ceased. He v;as becoming uneasy. Together we consulted 
what v.as best to he done. As far as her past life and her 
brief sta^c life go she is dead and forgotten. The work of 
lier penis cliiotly f-ulUclom for French papers, translated 
into cheaper book form for this country. This man, Moasicur 
I.o I'cuvre, managed all that, and supplied her with money. 

I lliink, Rosaleeii, slic took alarm at my intention of seeing 
her and slipped .away fiom here in th.at nn’.^^lcrious way. 
8 he aetuallv went to the Station, but did not leave as uo 
imagined. Had it not l)ccu for I’oI.Miheniia coming hero she 
wouhl have been securely hidden from us. As it is, i Imd 
my.^clf face to face with a tliOicult problem.” 

I looked at him silently. 

“ 'J'liat Ii'^r bcautv should be destroyed is les.s sad Ih.in lliat 
her life should go* out iti utter darkness. That is what 
Ihroatcns. Mi's. O Dri-^eoll told me that she can t bear any 
liuht. She pav.s it hurts her eyes. And there slic sits behind 
that loc ked door, scarcely touching food, unable to secure 

, 1.0 consolatio., of .vorl:, or of boolcs. '» “"y, 

of liclp. or any service of love or pity. Hunk of il, Rosoleen . 
■XI,e Ion- grey davs ; craployles.,; bmmd to dead darkness of 
,,,„ro desitc nigids - Ob-tbe cruelty of Fate ,s tbe cruelty 
of Fiicnds! And she has done nothing to de.er\e it! 

“ I know, I know; .and I prayed her to let me ^ 
,1;iy -as I used to do. But she wouldn t. She saul she must 

^.,Uonc -” ho echoed. “ There s no hell worse. 

“ But. she seems to have some sort of consoUition, 1 wen 
on. T cannot under.-^l.and u hal it i.«, but it has something 
to do with her extraordinary gift of foi'ttelling events. S lO 
spoke as if she could leave herself, and wander ^ a 
spiiit might wander. She said the clo.ung of c.^rlh-bound 
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fACiilties op(‘nccl n clianncl for olhcis, greater and nioio* 
Batirifying. It i^5 net coinprclicnsil-lo to me.’’ 

Nor to me—3’et,'’ he said slo«Iy. “ Itut I tliJi.U T iindcr- 
etaud what slic means. There is an iiiiicr sight rs well as an 
outer one. A psycliic faculty independent of pliysical powers. 
If she has learnt th.at secret she has fovmd consolalioii. 
Despair will not be the blank intolerable thing it rcoins to 
us who still stand in the light of life and of each clh' r. ’ 

I looked quieldy into his fi'.ce, as he caid that. Jlis eyes 
met iniae, with v.agnc disquietude. A sudd- n softno,-s 
hiwl tinillcd li'a..vo:cc v.licn he spoke those two uords. 1 
found nothing to reply. They Goojucd to fink dov.n tlirougli 
the troubled waters of pr.st fcene;:. p-ast days, past memorie s. 
Tliey scc!ncd to fence my life round with a leii<h r pretecUon 
such as it had never knov.T.. 


Each oIhCi-, JIow mU' h it seemed to tnean in this troubled 
time. It swc\)t aside tho-e fh,- lows whicli my fancy Lad 
wrought about liis life, aud om-s. Ench olhry. 


He look my hands and touched them softly with his Hp.s, 
First tlio right hand ; then the loft. 

“Now, ’ he Said, “go .and fetch Autif. Tliore-^a,’’ 

I did not go back into the room. 1 know \\b:vl it would 


mean. W e .should be p\it upon the rack once mom ; describ¬ 
ing, discussiuir, lamentijvg. And it was all ->;se!e:.a. \\’;)sto 
of emotion uivl mental foice since I'.otlung could alter what 
L.^d been, and what w^"!. 


Life, brought face to face witli Dc.ath, stands Iran fixed 
by its own hclp’es.sno5.s. It can but stare ILmkiy; jjionni 
uselessly; and then take up its burden again until the one 
day and the h.our when the .''•amc inexonvlde fate fares it-'^edf. 

W lien lie had left, Aunt Theresa came to my room. Tho 
interview h.vd done her gocxl. She was calmer ,and more 
rc.signcd. 


Here wa.s a parting of the wap. One of those th.at 
life must face at some time or other. 


every 


“ I will leave JasiXT to his couRcicnce. I don t envy him 
his dark moments. He will go in fear, and in shame for tho 
rest of ilia "days. And his deed may be an effectual shock to 
Fanny. I have taken care that it shall be so. Women have 
a sure instinct in some matters. She will luiow that I fore- 

bore to press the matter to extremes for all our sokes. Il-'ra 
—especially.” 
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“ llo'^v gootl you have been to them—always,” I said. 

'■ 1 liavc only done my duty. I was left as the head of the 
family. I had to give’them .a home. Things v ent all awry. 
It lias not been my fault. That this should h.ive happened 
is just one of those things which show liow useless human 
efforts are at .'safeguarding another's welfare." 

I tiioiigiit of that Eastern proverb whieli niy Grey Lady 
harl to’d me: '‘The fate of acrif 7nan ux have bound abovl 
iiii lud." If that was so, what hiunan effort covild cut 
e.sundcr t!io.«e strangling cords ? None of us could foresee 
the end of Life, or alter, or afleet its course. 

Slio on and I listened, glad of th.e clinngc in her. 

fda-J. that ciic frozen horror of yestcrd.'^.y had given place to 
gentler r.ivl more humane feelings. 

“ V/hat did you do about that letter '{ " she ashed, as she 

ro’'' to say good night. 

•• f ) a^h to him, as I promised.’’ 

*• T!v\t eii'L it,” she said. 


We lii'scd each otlicr, a’ld she went back to licr room, 
^oine dav.^ l.iter we followed Aunt Joanna to lu-r last lest- 
iii '-p'a.'e in the beautiful cemetery at tbc foot of Prior Park. 
Tiiere v. o took leave of her, and, wilhoul word of explana¬ 


tion, of Jasper Merivale. 


T.o'jking back from peaceful shores of Time on all llicso 
stiiuige ha-pponings, I am reminded of many things. 

C hief among them, Aunt Theresa’s detcnmnation to sell 
tip tvcr\ thing and return to Ireland, there to end 'cr nays. 
rAorvthing in Bath reminded her of Ih.at secret bunod m 
lu r own heart and in her sister's grave. She toUl me she 
hated the place. -She would have enough fo ''‘c 
Ireland; rents weic cheap there, .and tJie lonpd for the old 
litmiliar tongue and the friendly faec.s and the sweet, green 

couiilrv of iier youth. , 

*• Biddy will come too, ,and look after me. I am oiii\ 

troub'ed about yOu, Rosalccn. It will be so dull and quiot, 
I liacl hoped to give you your share of gaiety, .and pleasure, 
But I could not bear to go Ibrougb all that here. It would 
remind me so of them. The Pump Room concerts, the balls 
M the Assembly Roome, they wore all associated with iannj 
and Joanna. Somehow, I don t want to see J/ou going 
through it all.” 
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"And I don't want to,” I said. “Balls and parlies anJ*- 
fiirtatioiLS aren't in my line. You know you always said I 
was old-fashioned.” 

“ You’ve never had a proper girl's life,” she said. “ But 
somehow I couldn't help that. Aud you seemed happy 
enough—in your way.” 

“That’s the Oiily way we c.au be h.-’-ppy, isn’t it ? Each 
in our ovm w.ay. Mine wasn’t Fanny's, or Aunt Joanna's, 
or yours. But being mine, it suited me perfectly well.'* 

“ Will you bo sorry to leave Bath,” Rcsaleen ? 

Sorry ? Once I had said I hated it. Once I had called it 
old, and dingy, and lifeless, aud grey. Now—sorr}' \vas a 
we.ak word to embody what I felt if it should come to parling 
for ever from my city of Healing. 

For so it had been to me. A place where son-ow Ij.ad been 
tuiiicd to joy, and life (juickcuotl to Where every 

terrace and hill and height had become a thing of beauty; 
and where memories aud associations had been a libeiai 
education for my young mind. What of the Magician who 
had re-created it for rao; to whom I owed those full aud 
happy years ? 

Had he counselled this change ? Was it to p.art our lives 
from bis ? I longed to ask that question, but tho familiar 
name would not come n.aturally to my lips. Why—I could 
not say. 

“ When do you think we shall leave ? ” 

Ob, not for a month or so. Fortunately my Ic.ase is up 

in June. Tho sale can’t be arranged before the end of 

May. Wo ought to bo able to get away as soon as that 
is over.” 

“ You haven't told me what part of Ireland we arc going 
to* 

Haven’t I ? The Chevalier is arranging that. A small 
house and lovely garden close to his own property. The 
very thing to suit us, ho says.” 

“ The Chevalier / He has suggested tins ? ’* 

1 r ^ I should have doiio 

but for' him! 

A q^er j^ous pang shot through my heart. I ccheod 
wr words. Did they mean more than just what they said ? 

Polyphemia had found, and I hod 
tound, that to fall once under the spell of that mostfascinat- 
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• iu 2 porfJon^Jity was to Cnd all one’s life fiat and purposeless 
without it ? 

You are looking pale and dispirited. Rosalecn. Take tlio 
doi and go for a walk. It is sueh a lavcly afternoon. ’ 

She iiad said this on many afternoons, of late. And I 
had pone and wand'red afar, yet always alone. Not once 
had I been sought or joined by tiie one coiiipaiiion who had 
made walldng <a delight, and brought to park and hill, height 
and valley, a nev/ b'-auty. 

I urOL.sed f.n<l left the house. T thoupld to myself, “ I will 
not go for a wall:. I will go to my they J-ady.” 

Day had follow: d day, and week, week, and no message 
had come fiom lur. \Vhat had they held of suffering and 
loneline.ss? V.'hy was she so olisiinalely bent on sclf- 
WTOuglit martyrdom ? I tnir.ed into the old road, and stood 
before the old house. As I stood and looked at the dingy 
wi.idows closely eiiitaincd into gloom, the door cixncd and 
tlie ( h: valicr came out. 


■' Yon—at l.a^t '! ” 

“At last," 1 echoed. “Why do you say that?” 

“ I thought you niight Lo-ve come soonei'. 

I felt Ijewildered. “ I w.as waiting for a message. She 

told me she would send. But-” 

I looked at him and tlie home. “ Why are t/on here ? 

“ I am staying lu re, in my old rooms.” he said. 
“Staying here ? ” I felt stupid aud dazed. I bad never 
thought of lhal. 

" It Wivs all I could do,” he .'^:vid simjdy. ' Be at hand u 
phe needed me. Monsieur Lc Feiivro came to see her. She 
is—dving. Rosalecn. Ho says so. Mrs. OT)ri.<coll says so. 
But she will do nothing, or have nothing done. She does 
not Kuficr. That is all I know. 

“You never told me.” 

“ I never saw you. Once I went fo the house, but yon 
were out. 1 did not like to say anything about this to youi' 


Aunt.” 

“ Only once ? ’’ . 

“WhV, child, what has come to you? ^on-yoiue 

crying. Ko-aleen.” « t 

“ Oil! let me come into the old schoolroom, • 1 -mu 

brokenly. “ I can t speak here.” 

Jl seemed so simple, and yet it was the last Hung i baa 
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expected. He opened ll'.c door, and v>o went in. Xotliing 
was changed. Tlie old t;ible, the chairs, the tobacco jar, 
the books scattered cvcrj^Yhcrc. It only needed Foly- 
pkciuia. Quite foolislJy and wealdy I stumbled into a 
chair and began to cry. He stood waiting patiently till the 
fit was over. 

. I couldn't explain it, but then when lead ho wanted ono 
to explain a thing? He just accepted, and excused. Re¬ 
sides, what would he have thought had I Sivid that I had 
pictured him si>cnding hours with Aunt Theresa, and all tlio 
time he had been here, faithful to the last to that romance 
of liis youth. 

When I was calm lie told me more. Of cfl'orls to send in 
medical aid, always refused. Of daily <lrcad that something 
had happened behind that clo.scd door which never admitted 
him, and through which Sirs. O'Driicoil only passed ouco 
a day. 

When I had heard all, I rose, ami said I must go up. Per- 
haps she would relent as she had done before. 

He said, “Do, Kosalccn; ” so gravely and tenderly that 
Dg.'un I had hai'd work to keep back those jealous tcajs. 

I knocked timidly, then louder. No one answered. I 
spoke, I implored admission. There came no sign. I went 
back to his room. 

“ It is useless,” I said. “ .She will not admit me.” 

“ Suppo.se you wait a little, and then try ccain ? ” he said 

I crossed the room and look my old chair,'aud sat in my 
old ])lace. 

“ I always see you there, Rosalccn. Tliis oul room has 
never lacked company.” 

“ ^yhy do you wish us to go to Ireland ? ” I asked suddcnlj’. 
lo Ireland ? Is it agreed ? I made the suggestion be¬ 
cause ... it- seemed so natural. At first, she spoke of 
Australia. I begged her not to go there. Rosalccn, I had 
doubt. If my roving days arc over it doesn't mean that 
yours Lave not begun. But tbero is a house, white against 
green trees, WTcatbed in roses and jasmine, set in a wilder¬ 
ness of bloom, orchards and green meadows all around Oh 
—to see you there, and-” 

^ eyes fell on the books, and he laughed softly. " And 
ftJad Carlyle again,’* ilio said. » And bring tho story of the 
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Fool Frr.int ihlo sliapc and form. Docs the plan commend 

itself, my f hild ' ’ ^ ^ >i 

■ 1 would go anwliere, you wUli, 'with you—‘Master, • 

I •'i.'.id. 

“ Hosaleen!'’ . , vi 

Ho up in old impulsive w.u% As iic (bci so |t 

fccmed to me that the door opened softly, and through it 

w ivered a f:dtit, givy mist. So faint, so grey, that my eyes 

scarcely cauLrht an outline, before that outline vaniahed. 

■'Oh—/oe,'.-/ 1 cried, 

]fc turned and ga.zcfl where my l and pomlcd. 

\V1,Jit—what i.s it ? I eee nothing. ’ 

.Fut 1 sliivercd as witli sudden cold. 

'■ !< feemed tlu',1 she looI;ed in. But not as T have ulwAVS 
seen Irr. Something shadowy, beautiful. Oh! . . . let 
ITl'** CO ! I ^ • 

Wo «ill both »o.- he saia. “ rcihips IliC tloM “F" 


I t i 

jio\r; 


It tv.-,! oiioii: itiiV: w.tU'i’. ttf '-ihle.^ !ior licad 

I .rlccl on iK-r oviu.!, .vhrood, ,-1 still i.t the .oivt ol those en- 
foklin." veils, was the ahell cl that hev.ty aud liasetlj’ *>* 
ii'u meant for me "A Gr.y Life. 


ClfAI'TER XXXVn. 
rr.xi viDi, vici. 

Fnoea a cahner sl.™Ipo!iil', and at a I.aKr stage I loch haek 
upon the traeie hapiv-.i.nge of that sevonleonth year of my 

’‘'vet I know tlia'. every year when .kjirH smile.! .-iiid the 

violets are blue in their mossy nooks, ami the 

si„ei„» of hiids ■■ is in my car, I shall remember tl a one 

r,,« h of traecdy. I shall rememher an 
tre-rc few smiles and many, many tears. And when I cro. 
,l.c rouid, Irid. Channel, and visit ,ny Ik- oved -n'™ « - 
it i.! to pilgrim.-e to two prat es in that God s -'ere "nder 
riuling hill.!. Over one is a pretcnlmn! monoraent tt.lh the 
name ®of Joanna Merivalc (me Ik Pnir) beloved wdc of 

diksper A. Mcrvalc, m.d , of this City. 

The other is mavla-d only by a simple marble cross, m 
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scribed, “ To the mcmorv of Odyllc.” In n corner is carved 
n bunch of \no?ets. Beneath (hem Ih, avoiiL, '‘Ami every 
nijiht I threw at her feet—violets.” 

By dimo we were settled in our nov/ home. Anr.l Theresa 
said she was glad to leave Bath. It was oulv iissociated 
with troubles and disasters, and when she saw that wliite 
house, ‘‘ wliito against green trx.es, rsTeathed hi roses ’and 
jasmine, set in a wilderness of hloont,’’ she w<)>t with joy. 

“It looks like hoiU'' again! " slie cried. “ Ji'onio in my 
Knicrr.ld I;.le. amongst my own faithful peoi>lx\'’ 

And to me also it looked like “ Iiome,’’ thougli it held 
no e.s:sociat:oiis—as yet. Nolliing save some furni hing.-; sent 
from Bath, .and the “blue above, e.ud tlie green l:io\v‘‘ 
typical of my native land. 

Tl.c Chevalier came with us. He looked .after Aunt 
Theresa's baggage, and arranged Ira.ins. and got some rooni.s 
prepared for u.s by sending Bridget ami .\lickey on in jidvm-.ee, 
in fact, did all and evcrylljiug .a nu n eau do wIkii he is 
inclined to be useful to women. r«-lvphemia was left behind 
to loturn to the O Diiscoll household if ahe oleascd. Wc 
parlcd with a ceitain cool friendliness, that did not di^'^ui-'o 
a grudging envy .at my having the elsmee denied herself.' 

111 never forget 'im,'’ rhe said. “ ’is name is engrained 
on my call, s.ame as that miftfortuiiale Qv.ocii said of Callee 
But such is fate. It 'as to be.” 

I questioned Aunt Theresa .as to the plans of .Tasper Mori, 
vale. He had never come to our house after the funeral. 
Mic had not hirlden him even a formal farewell. 

He has livken a London pr.acliee,” she said. ‘‘ Er* 
chanced with another doctor.’ 

Then he will not go out to Au. 5 tr.alia’” 

“ Certainly not. I made it a condition for deciding .against 
that enquny lie dreaded. I am charitable enough (o fn, and 

But I have told lanny what it looked like. I have (old 
him nha,t I shomd do if he ever resumed that intimacv.'’ 
no, it IS all ended noM* ? '* 

ho‘c“'‘i a »uhlt”“ 

Perh.aps she was i\isc so to leave it, 

It did not take long to settle do™ in the new house, ft 
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was Finall, and compact, and comfortable. Aunt Theresa 
wiis in |x.rpclual ccslacies over it, and over the peace and 
comioii of Iier limited houseboKL She still expressed fears 
lh,.t it would be “dull ' for me. Dull! I laughed at the 
Not for nothin" had I been taught to love Nature in 


ido.u 


all and any aspect. The garden and orchard were a per- 
]K?Uuil delight after years of a city. And yet it was so— 
liijh. i coiJd but love it, and wonder at it. 

One Waiia summer night, the Chevalier and I were sitting 
o’lt in the garden, after a day of heat that had left Aimt 
Tlurcsa v.ith a hcatlachc. The shy held shades of orange 
end i)urple v.licrc the lost cun-rays lingered ; a faint breezo 
trent np and stirred a languid bough, or closing flower. 

it iiiuy have been that colour and its associations which 
Ecut both our minds back to a memory they held, for suddenly 
c-i.r eyes nvt and I said, “ I have never done anj-lbmg about 
Ih.dv book she uTote. I h-avc forgotlcn-aU tlus lime. 

■•book?” lie qnotiouc-d. _ 

“ l\ s the manuf-cript. »She said it was to wait instrueiions, 
1 III I never had anv. Do you think I ought to send it to the 
publisher in Paris where her stories were always sent ? It is 

addressed to him. ’ •-i .< 

lie con: idered tlie idea for a moment. Then he said, that 

is a matl-T for her executor to decide.” 

■* And who is her executor ? ’ I asked. 

“ 1 am,” lie said. , _ ^ 

I slarlrcl up from my cli.ifr. “ -iou-tlion I muJt g.re .6 

t" you V ” ... „ 

- You mi'dit let me sec it, if you v.il. 

T brought the bromi-rar*cr parcel to lum. ‘ f 

Ihc bottom of my box, placed them when wo Rath, o • 
gotten in the blir of nev/ interests and associations until 

‘"iicre wus light enough to .cc a.xl re»<l thc lahcl on tho 
cover, and he studied it long in silence. Then ho ^ 

me. “It certainly says, ‘To ''■ait instructions, but there 

ifl a date a.s well.” 

• A date ? I never noticed it. 

‘•\y)jy—■’ I exclaimed, “that is 

“ To-dav,” he said. * n,« 

“ Yes.”' I looked at him, his eyes were stiU bent on the 
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parcel, so securely tied and sealed for tr;nisini»^lon. “ ifow 
etranfiC—to day. I Lad never noticed any date on liiut 
label." 

‘■Perlinps it tvas not intended you should.’’ He lunicd 
the parcel over and looked at llic seal. *' \\ liy, theU lias a 
date .also ! " he exclaimed. “ It is not so clear as the otiier, 
but doubtless, it is tli'' same." 

Ho took out .a pocket -icnife and with no further word .'•evered 
the string, but kept the seal intact. 'J’hcn he uiifokkal the 
pa^XT wrapping.*? and before u.s lay the v. liite. nc:iUy in.'^cribed 
Bheets of maniHcript. th.at I Lad seen so f>fi -n in tiiat dreary 
nttic. They were lastened in separate nmnlitrs, cacli headed 
by Roman figures. The lirst number 1-ore the title 1 hid 
6cen her write on that December day, when wc had mado 
first .acquaintance. As I lookcil at u now 1 seemed to .so? 
the grey room, the grey iigurc, the skuder pale Imtul uiiling 
so firmly and legibly : 

“A Gioy Life." 

Her words as she had written it, crept back to memory. 

TIint—is niij life. Grci/ life; tjra/ hopes; grey qrtif." 

A wave of pity, of remorseful regret swept over ni}' heart; 
my C 5 -CS grow dim. In my late content, in that new ix-ace- 
ful acceptance of life's meaning. I h.ad given no thouglit to 
her; the sorrow, grief, the lonvliiiess which had eu.shrouded 
her sad fate. 

The Chevalier's voice broke on niy car. “ A grey life—a 
fitting title, and proplietie. Here is'anothor elute. I'Uvaleen. 
on the top of the page. December the twenty fouvtij—and 
the yc.ar." 

‘ That w.as the moniing 1 wont up to thoce .allies .and 
found her," I said. “ Peihaiis she commeijced to write tho 
story that s.aiue day.” 

" Shall we read it ? ” he said softly. “ Somehow, T thinl: 
she meant ii.s to do th.at. Anyhow, the date is significant." 

*■ W’o should rc.ad it if it was published," I said. 

“ Of course. And I have powci-s of discrimination .as well 
as e.vccutive." 

lie turned over the title-page and looked .at Chapter T. 
Ho re.ad a few lines, tunicd another page, and another, ia 
r.apid succession. I waited on his decision. 

Suddenly he looked at me. Then ho said, Readers of 
fiction have a bad habit, Rosalccu, of looking at the end of 
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i\ story in onlcr to see what finaUy happens to the hero and 
lic I'uiiic ill whom tlf'y may possibly be interested. I—am 
sorely loir.iitod io commit such an outrage on author and 
sui'j-ct for once, (iod forgive my temerity, or punish mo 

as I dose I VC. ’’ 

■' Ihit wliy do yon w.ant to know the end ? ” I asked. 
l’c-«ib!y beC '.-is'‘ I ;,ni too interested m the beginning to 
coniin.ind niy roni in p;.tk'ncc over—intermediate chapters 
ewii if each i.s frioplictio. ’ 

'i’hc V. hole book is a pr.ophesy, or ratlicr a clear foreseeing 
into i»o- 7 sibilitios from llic standpoint of occurring facts. In 
otl'.vr Avord.--, niy elnld. this is ?/o:/r afoiy, and—but for Ihai 
1 luu.st look at the end or—w.ait. Which shall it be, IvO,sa¬ 
il, i; ? I am not by nainre patient as you know. ’ 

•• J)o voii mean to say-’’ 

•• J mean to sav, tli.it all ih'* fon" year’’ o* vour life and 


hev-i, in tiuit givy hou.'e uhieh shcUcred both, has been 
v.ritUii heic. Forev.i.ruod. foretold, just as if she had 

Iniown what was to hi'[.|>ei!.'’ 

I spr.nig up. brcatlik.'.-; uilh exedement. How often had 
not that strangi woman forilokl tragedy, or sorrow, cr 
di--iV<tcr! it so i tr.ing^, after all, that she had woacii 

iho around h-r into ;v tielional counterpart? 

■’ Do you really mean it is of ns she has written? My 

r.nid.’, invsclf, you- arc you in it ? ’ 

•• I liave not looked at the end. Ro?aIccn. 

I went back to mv chair. The iny.«lery <and sweetness of 
tlic tv-ili’l.t were id.ont us. .A birds note sounded clear 
from .a luighbouring tree. Above, the evening star shono 
in cie.ir dentlis of hyacinth and violet. .Ml sorts Ci thoughts 
stin"”lcd 'within mv breast, and yet remainc^l unspoken. 

A rh.dn of ''W ,? 

!,cr for,v.r,rni„?.. l-con fullUI.,1. Di.I I < <'■>=- 

icarii of one tlu-.t held my oum fate r.5 is.-tic of its • 

lie spoke agam. I shall turn leaf after leaf of this last 
number, bat I will not read them. Before I come to the cm 
I v'ill w.i't for vour dcei.dnn. Ye.s, or no. Somcnow, 1 Jcti 
that she is not'very far oif to-night. Perhaps some fate— 
yours cr mine—is tr.-'inbliiig in the heilance.” 

He began to turn the leaves, not swiftly, but with sometlnng 
reverent ami gentle in his touch as of one Avho approaches 
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eaciccl ground. With closed eyes and qulvori^g pulsos I 
back and listened to that rhytlim'C nioliou of tlie paper. To 
and fro, and on and on t)ie white leaves ojx-nod, flnllorod, and 
fell back ui>on each other. But no decision would come to me. 

I paised in smft review those vanished years. 'J'tie trivial 
cr important incidents of each. The .‘^ad fate of Amd Joanrm. 
the sin of Jasper Jlcrivalc, the civiolty and lieartle.'sncss ci 
Fanny. I remember all I had told her of Iho C'lievaliei. 
Om lirst meeting, the .'Vo.ademy, the huinour- of I’olyj lieinia, 
the strange education which h;wl been tny lot and my good 
fortune. Then I thought of that story of the violets. Of 
bow it bad led me to a discovery and ended in a l]agc<lv— 
6clf-fo:x'told. 

She had known how near her o*.vn end w.'i;, and h.ed rcPo- 
liitely sl-.ut her door to all sympathy .os to all human aid. 
iSho had parsed in silence and in mystery through those giev 
portals of the Hereafter. She had clio en to do so in a 
loneliness that had meant her life. And now, from out tl.o 
shadows and tho mystery, she seemc<l to speak to me again. 

^hc had left a last message between the while leaves of lhat 
Luman document. 

I listened breathlessly as they turned and turned. lie 
never spoke, nor (hd I. As the dusk deeiK-ned below, tho 
Bkj above grew brighter. Tho moon was at the full, and 
6omr would hang her golden lamp above the mountaiir-lops. 

I thought to myself “ U hen the moon shows, I wUl si>cak.'’ 

But what should I sav ? ^ 

would moan to know—what? Fear. 

pciuaps; the severing of joy from hope. The pale shadow 
of ooimng years. ^ cuauuw 

would only mean temporarv postponement 
Mi ce . the book was published I should'read'it>sUhe sZl. 

with that the option of its publication l.sy 

with tuat Silent figure who hchl it now. \Vith the haiub 
that turned and turued those leaves of Fate. 

-.rr.:; s; 

*■ \'iolots ! ” I said. 
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“ Is it tlie last—now ? 

'■ I'cs, Rosalccn. ’ 

A moiuenl longer I hfsit.atcd. Then suddenly tlie moon 
rose, golden clear above ihc purple heights, and indecision 
vani.hcd. 

•• Ttiiii il," I said hrcathlcssl}’, and with hands clasped I 

waited until lic shotild speak. 

He road tliC page; it was a short one. I could sec where 
the writing cn.lcd, an<l the wltito paper below. Then he 
closed tlie whole mnnber in a sviddc-Jt impulsive fashion. I 
looked up at him; he spivjig to l.is feet and threw the packet 


on llie grass. 

‘All! ’ he eiiccl, “one rhould not tempt Fate! Think 

of the tremors and iudeeisious that went to make up this 

moment! Ami after all-” ,, i 

I too ro:je. 1 stooix’d and picked up those .scattered 

number.^, without regard to their sequence. He stayed 

niv li'.nd. , r. • i _-ii 

Don't look at iliat 1 :st pag.^ Ro.<=alcen. It ir, too wUd 

n nrophe.’y; it holds too niucJi. It is er.lighlenmcnt and— 

it i./tiMgc.lv, too! U'ikioct impoffiiiiility rtarcs from its 

cvci v pl.raic; coi'Jrw.tM uiw v.itli glcrios tloit I; I'A 'f 

.IRMUIM t!i.U .-.re ni«l, 0 , 1.1 l.opoM thet v.'cre softly folded 

into hopcles-ne.ss before—b.'forc-” 

"Hut—1 thought it w;aj my hfe, my fate of vluth she 
Y.TOiO ? I said. 

" Your.s—and mine, Rof.dccn. , , , 

“ Our' ’ ’ 1 bveatlicd lallior t’lan .spoke it, Icwilderrcl by 
some serjc of iinntlr.r.:l..:‘: rv.eetne.ss that seemed to 1.11 the 
air abm-c ai;d around ir.'. end .^woon into happy eomnou:.. 

iic^'s of iov but iiaii ivAca.vjd. , ii ■. - «,»•. 

•• \Ii inv cliild : “ be cvictl passionately, it was no act 

or aWl of mine tliat v.oul'.l liavo dune you any WTong. or 
r.ot the Fee! I'i vnt as yet greater Fool befm-c those nwhant 

evo- No’ -MbousmKltime.sno!’' And lie broke oft and 

raeod tlie frass willi rapid lestless 6lep.‘=. 
dP-ed a clnmcra of Happiness to the Land of bhm ow.s. I 
be confronted by a v:..ion of DAight that 
p,..nr b.rains and wiser too! An. yel, 
his prison vaid is r-Iad bccadse Gods sun is m the sky, aid 
the breath of a world those walls ui^n Us brow I 

am sudi a prisoner; or was. God knows! I scarce can tell. 
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But—wliy can you not t^-J! ? ” I a-kwl. 

Then be laughcc], and came to me, and caug}it my Iiands 
and looked down into my eyes with a look (hat answered 
mo, though it was a look I bad never seen in his before. 

^ by he saul softly. “ WJdj —and yet again why? 
‘ Ho either fc.irs his fate too much,'—you know the rest.” 

I know. I said. My boart was beating tumultuously. 
All the world of silence amj of shadow swam to and fro in 
dizz) circles. And .‘^lill be bold my band. A now and "rcat 
bewilderment was in his face. ' * 


‘•If o!io could put back the clock! If I h.vd one single 

thing to oO'er; but I have notliing, my dark Rosakcu. 
nothing-” 

•• You have—yourself, Master,” said the Daik Ros.alcon.” 
Aow may the gods puni.^b my temerity by strirx'.s 03 
counties as the ages ” be cried. “ If T risk much to win- 
alJ. Tins is a dream too fantastic and ovenvlK lmini for njoro 
mortal brain.s. It is a dream, i< it not, my ador.abk cliild ’ 
A dream in an onebanU-d carden where magic wafers sprin" 
from out the ground, and Mim-re.r smiles Iicr cold wise smilS 
on the dreamers Icnouing that all the wisdom and all tbo 
gain of oarln arc not worth one kiss of one wo lore’ 

g..rcio.'-f“ L!” ^ -* 

PinalUbnnking figure, your wondering eyes - tliat b..;r 1:1 
a night binl’s plume. M*horover I went thnv \ 

path and haunted my hours and brought me backTo v^r 
gotleirand .^b^'^but ^ past for- 

s-s-i3r K“ - 

•"'.Sir jf: ‘ 

-£S .,5;r ^ '“'"-I. ji..- 


TO 
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“ ?.[y cliilcl of grace and glory! ” he said. “ Yon are a 
dan'icious temptation, and you arc too innocent to know it. 
I tl.ijik it would content you if this charmed pause of life 
could continue. If ue might meet and part nith hops of 
cliicr meetings, and other partings, as the years drifted ago* 
ward^. But tliough I am a fool and a philosoplior, I am a 
)nan, and I have a raan’.s heart, and tliat ’S a selfish esacting 
tiling, ray cliild. It erics, ‘ the little more and—how much 

•a • 1 ) > 

Jt 1^. 

He dropped my hands and turned aside, and looked at 
t'.at pile of manuscript lying on his chair. 

“ You liave not told me what she said, and you promised 
you would ? ” 

Read it for yourself, Rosalecn.” 

T took u]) the numhers, ami found the last, and turned to 
llr.t final page. I read this: 

“ She looked al him U'ith her chiM's eyes. She turned to hm 
icHh hr ivm'ihs ftfir?, and gave her life into his keeping, 
frenn the first hour nj their rneefinj there had been no one ivorlhy 

to Compare tvith him—The ^has'er.' , i ♦ 

I romemher that the paper fell from my hands to the chair. 
I reraembe-r th<' sound of nisUing pages, the scent of violeta 
prc-Acd and withered, but sweet with hues of hfo and fra* 
irrance of spring to me. I reraember a rush of tcara and a 
to’) and the clasp of an arm tender, strong, protecting. 
And above all I remember words, brol;cn and sweet, and lor 

' it true, my dark Rosal-’cn ? A clulds lore, bnt a 
woman's heart for the Fool Enant, or for the man who 

For both ; for all; for you! ” I cried. “ There has been 
no on 1 clsc-thorc never could be anyone else to fill my life, 

r.) A//" ho echoed. " Jfy child, that is to throw 

a <n-avo r<-*nonr,ibiiit,v on my unsteady shouldcm. It is to 
lake vour youth and beauty and bnglit years and bind them 
to my ovm. U is to waken womanhood to its uttermost, 
and vet porobance fail to satisfy the woman. Arc you sure, 
swcetJicart., that you love me enough to trust me for oil your 
future? I, tho Want, the wanderer, .and oft-times the 
Fool, who has marched in and out of your youth by sheer 
impudence of his omi fiersonality ? ” 


■ 

1 
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T lauphcJ. nari^Iy an;l joyously I laughed Ibink- 
in;T of so inudh' aud caring so little for aught he said to his 

own discredit. < _ . « 


own cu£crcG»t. ' \ i. « 

aro mocldng me, Roi\jilecn. That is not kind. 

«• jfoching ? Oh—hut how foolish you are! There is no 

cno I reverence, and—and- 

“ Ah! say it, Roa;dcon 'A’ 

“ Lo>:e ” i f dtcre<l. “ As I reverence and love you. 

■ Ke threw himself at my fed, he hissed my hands munnM. 

what I know not of passion and xtravagance <and folly, 
llitt wiiat did it maitcr v.diat he did, what ho said. 

It only meant—hiinsch. 


To us later, came Aunt Tliercsa. 

“ I heard you talidng, Chevniier; or was u reading . Are 

ct’U 'With f ,1/1 

^ lelnmWfiail^^^ “ Yes,^' ho said. “ Our hero found 
I n d a hee^^ And moie, has given it to tho kcu^ng 

StX il; ch,i.^r nve. Iho chapter on 

liomeuce.” A^nt Tlicrcs.!. “I do not 

“ Tl'.i::^k you for nothing, said 

to addle my brains J bo ro glad.” 

" All, toll her, I ' 1 ‘ iujo^cribahlo maimor he 

Apd in some fantastic and utterly m int-neVd to 

,0 .1 I.C. kv,,.,? b.8.n r,>y «“ 


degrees. 


ler, and rcpfoi>c?rjUi 

way ’’ )iOiil.uie-rfdcd 

A 




.0 .oro alo.e .he .aid 

"”■ do ifh?T-saiI“ AnYt^^r"AnS’’^. r\/ 

“ In heart, yes. I ft-li'ht* 

Yon said that long ago, ■ I hold her. i 

*"“=• mis. 



